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INTKOOUCTION. 



■ N the spring of the year 1S76, a number uf young 

ladies met by invitation of Mrs. Erminnie A. 

Smith, at her residence, No. 303 Pacific Avenue, 

Jersey City, to organize a society for mutual improvement. 

Mrs. Smith was chosen President, and Miss Clara Frasse 

Secretary. 

The obJL'Lt of (he organization being the cultivation 
and education of a taste for the beautiful in literature, 
science, and art, it was decided to adopt the name of " The 
^Esthetic Society." 

As a guide in their studies the President advised the 
use of White's F.ighUen Christian Centuries, which was 
chosen as a text-book, and the topics for essays and dis- 
cussion were taken up in chronological order. 

Beginning with the twelve Cxsars, the first lesson was 



a study of Julius Oesar. Suetonius and other authorities 
were consulted, and Shakspeare's ptay was read aloud, the 
different characters being allotted to certain members. 

After this the meetings were held every Saturday, and 
the conspicuous personages and events in each succeeding 
century down to the present epoch, were taken up conse- 
cutively as the subjects of essays or discussion, after which 
the entire course wai reviewed. 

The membership gradually increased, and the reunions 
were made still more enjoyable by the introduction of music 
and recitations. 

At the expiration of two years the Association had 
grown so large as to necessitate more extended accom- 
modations, and persons interested in its progress were 
invited to attend the meetings on one Saturday of each 
month, and lo participate in its advantages. 

Programmes were printed, and, at the request of the 
President, distinguished artists and literati willingly con- 
sented lo add their contributions. 

The success of the organitation, as well as its origin, is 
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due to the ability and energy of its efficient President ; and 
it is to her efforts that we who have enjoyed and profited 
by its privileges, are indebted for its existence. 

The contents of the volume, which is now presented 
to the friends of the Society, as a souvenir of the past 
five years of its existence, will, we trust, though robbed 
of their original brilliant setting of wit and repartee, receive 
a cordial welcome, as meriting to be "Twice Told Tales." 

CEl.IE GAINES. 
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PREFACE. 



|H1S votumL' is offcrtil to ihc int-mltt-rs ;inrl friends 
i)f Ihc .K-Ythclii' Sixicty of Jcrsi-y ^'ity, as ;i 
siiiivciiir 'if iIr- many inttTcslinj; mfclin;;s whti h 
havi- lifcn hi-M iindi-r ils ausi-irc-. It tmbrares many - ..n- 
tribiiliuns not writli;ii for piiblit-alion. Iiui Khi< h ttiTi- n-ail 
on different curasions. and iliiTi-forc dcsfrvc a |ilai e on ihe^t- 
pages : anil somi' oihers wliich, alihi>M';h famili:ir In us in 
hooks that are known in i-vcry honu-, may siill he wcl< onu'ii 
here. he<aust; of the |ika>ani niein»)riiN n ilh whi< h lliii .;ri- 
a>soiiale(], in ccinneilion with iho Sm iely. 

In llie atlemjil lot;athi-r into ihi- vuliimt -ui li -ek-i (i^.n> 
as would best rei.re>eni the a!.i:iiv an.l .uliLre of ih.'^,. „h.. 
have taken i-an in tlie m,'i.'tinj;s. unforevetn dith.-uliic- ha*e 
been met: some of ilie writers h.-.w not preseru'd iluir 
maniis(Ti|.ts : many ..f the a,!drc-M>s .m.l deb.iie^ have been 
extempore, and thu^e wlm regularly aiiend the mnnildy 
re<epli<.ns j;ieen by Mrs. Snuih. will doubtless re-ret the 
■imissiiin t>f some u I' the best literary ronirihuiions, whiih, 
for various . ause-, have been ne.essarily left ..lit. 

We need offer n- ap..io};y for the many tompbrnenian . 




personal allusions to the President of the Society, which arc 
scattered through the book ; for it is to her energy and 
generosity that the brilliant success, and even the existence, 
of the Society is due. 

Among the distinguished persons who have taken part 
in the meetings of the Society may be mentioned the 
following : — Dr. J. S, Newberry, of Columbia College ; 
Major Powell, Director of the United Slates Genlogiial 
Survey ; Dr. B, 1". Martin, of New-Vork University ; ex- 
Vice- President Uolfax ; Prof. D. S. Martin, of RuttierS 
College ; Prof. Sauveur. of the School of Languages ; Prof. 
Thomas Kgleston. of the S.h.Hil of Mines; ex-C-vernor 
Fuller ; the Rev, Chark- Siiydam ; the Rev. K.lwin Iliirr : 
Prof. McCloskie. of I'rinieion : Prim ipal Darton. of Jersey 
City ; Major Panglmrn : Mr. Komyn Hitchnxk : Mr. Jnim 

Baker (W. S kyt : Mr WInfred Martin : Dr. lulkr 

Walker; Miss Selrna Horj; : Mr-.. I'n.f. Morse; Mr>. Kli/.i- 
beth Churchill ; I'rof. Kr<..-li ; Mr U,i,iemiir: hul^e 
Roosevelt: Mr. M.mt.i-»K' M.irk. : Mr Fredtri. k V..r, : 
Mrs. Caroline Brook-, .in.i Mi-- Jidi.i llnmi-ti. 

Among the artists who h.i\e f.iv,.rid iIil- S.k ieiy willi 
musical selections, the nJmis <.f -ev-ral. wlv. ,ire nut men- 
tioned elsewhere in the l.oi.k, will be rii.illi-.l »:tii j.le.iMire 
by all who have listened to th.-m. Mi- Id.i l..-..ni Iti,.,!,, 
during two seasons, i)layed M.leition-. fn.m m.mv of ihc 




classic composers ; among others, mny be mentioned Messrs. 
Mollenhauer, Mills, Franklin, Korthauer, Salinger, and 
Misses Sloman, Gltlck, Jcwelt, Read, Simonson, Hornig, 
Trimble, and the Misses Parker. 

The first exhibition of the phonograph, in Jersey City, 
was given by Mr. W. A. Croffui, before the Society, and Dr. 
Peel, of the Institution for Deaf-mutes, illustrated the uses 
of the audophone, with the aid of a class of pupils in his 

Many of the illustrations in the book, including the 
frontispiece, have been drawn and engraved by one of the 
active members, Mr. B. B: Chambertin. They represent 
' aiticles familiar to visitors at Mrs. Smith's residence, some 
of which were presented to her by the Society. The por- 
trait of Mrs. Smith is an .irtotype-print, taken from a bas- 
relief by the celebrated sculptor, Mr. W. R. O'Honovan, of 
New- York City. 

We send our " Echoes " forth, not wholly unconscious 
of their short-comings and defects, but trusting that all our 
hopes and wishes concerning them may be fulfilled, and 
reechoed by the friends and members of the .Ivsthetic in 
such a way as to redound to the usefulness and ai 
of the Society. 

I.IZZIE R. BURST. 
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NEW YEAR BBEETIHe. 



NEW YEAR hail and greeting lo Esthetic ! 

A Tight-down. earnest hail and friendly greeting ! 

As the old year is silently retreating. 
Its blind eyes shut, its pulses scarcely beating, 
May this "preliminary monthly meeting." 
As Quakers lall it, prove lo be prophetii- 

Of humorous recitals, songs pathetic. 
And siweches analytic and synthetic. 
To keep alive the spirit of .^ilsthetic. 



A new year hail and greeting to .t^sthctic ! 
I !ipeak but as a guest, whose little leisure, 
l-inds here such entertainment, rest and plcasu 
Klavorous and fine, in overwhelming measure. 
An v'vn a cvnic might esteem a ti 
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New Year Greeting. 



Deep problems geologic, arithmetic, 
Conclusions proved, or merely hypothetic, 
And dissertations, prosy or poetic, 
Obeying regulations dietetic, 
Give varied bill of fare to the .^Lsthetic. 

A new year hail and greeting to Esthetic ! 
Fair blossom of the I^fayette Smithsonian, 
Whose fossil fauna from the depths Devonian, 
From ocean beds and barriers Caledonian, 
With here a p>olyp form, and there a bony "un, 
Urge each itinerant and peripatetic. 
Made wise by hearing lectures theoretic. 
To put forth efforts very energetic 
To add to this display of the Esthetic. 

A new year hail and greeting to '.4Csthetic ! 
Said thrice before, it nobly tiears resaying ! 
Who, led by curiosity, comes straying 
Within its mystic walls, is fond of staying ; 
And soon you'll find him gratefully obeying 
The gifted priestess, as with nod magnetic. 
Without a syllable apologetic, 
She drags her intellectual athletic 
Into the ruthless forum of itsthetic. 
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A new year hail and greeting to /Esthetic ! 

It might be echoed o'er and o'er forever ! 

Such ladies — whose accomplishments — I never! 

Vivacious, learned, pretty, piquant, clever. 

Bright without art, they please without endeavor. 

No place for anchorite or grim ascetic ! 

No place for those whose hearts are sealed hermetic ! 

Nought but the pliant iip and sympathetic 

Should touch the bubbling chalice of ^^stheiic. 





"CROAK en AMD CO.'- 



■ US r fifty-nine years ago, in the columns of the Nch - 
Vork E-.-eninf' Post, appeared a few verses, bright 
.mil sparkling with allu^ons lo the prominent 
persons and (|UL'slions <)f the day. New-York then 
held a homogeneous American population. It was com- 
paratively a ^malI lity, hardly reaihing to Canal Street, 
with ils closely tiuilt houses. The nailery was bordered by 
the homes of \icalthy families, and formed ihc meeting- 
place for loungers an<i jiromenaders. On the City Hall 
I'ark, Tammany Hall, n<)W tiie Sun bnildin};, sent forth on 
election days its " Hucktails," as the jjolitical opponents of 
<;<jv. I)e Uitt tlinion were termed, from their practice of 
wearing a clfcr'% tail on the lap. ( )n Kniadway. <>p)>ositc to 
where Stewart'^ wholesale store now >tan<ls. Sriidder's 
Museum, the prede< essor of Itamiim's. j;ave notice of its 
attractions Iiy a nielan* holy band in the l.aliony. And, 
sin.e N.*-Vork «,.s small an<J yet advan. ing. it was marked 
with a soiial an.l politi. al life which was far more icmcen- 
iralcd than the < ity life of lo-day I'oliticians came near 
ime another and ilealt in personalities with a bitterness to 
which iiur ConnresMonal M|nabbles seem t.imt, and then 
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aincd their opinions over at Weehawken by shooting 
one another. In society there was just the same folly as 
now is displayed, and the rialirist could find his theme at every 
party and ball. The writer o\ that time thus had a great 
advantage. If his prose or poetry were good, everybody 
tjuoted it and he became at once a celebrity. .And so when 
Mr. William (Coleman, the scholarly editor of the F.vening 
Posl, drew attention to the lines to which we have referred, 
and pronounced them the " production of genius and taste ; " 
they were read and applauded through the whole city. We 
lead them with different feelings, fur their allusions belong 
to a misly pa.st. We have forgotten Tammany's great 
Sachem, John Targee, in the contemplation of the later 
glories of Tweed and Kelly, (lencral Jackson's |>o|>ul3nty 
after the Florida campaign, and l>e Wilt Clinton's struggle 
for an Erie Canal, no longer interest us. Vet we must still 
eel there is a glow in the ashes — vvc hear still the faint chime 
of the bells which then pealed so loudly. Here are three of 
the five verses, which wi-re signed " Croaker," and entitled : — 

Ti. Knnci- 

" Avaunt, arch enemy of fun, 
Grim nightmare of the mind ! 
Which way, great Momus, shall 1 run, 
.V refuge safe to find ? 
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My puppy's dead ; Miss Rumor's breath 

Is stop! for lack of news, 
And Fitz is almost hyp'ed to death. 

And Lang has got the blues. 

" I'm sick of General Jackson's toast. 

Canals are naught to me. 
Nor do I care who rules the roast, 

Clinton or John Targee : 
No stock in any bank 1 own, 

I fear no lottery shark, 
And if the Battery were gone, 

I'd ramble in the park. 

" In vain ! for like a cruel cat 

That sucks a child to death, 
Or like a Madagascar hat 

Who poisons with his breath ; 
The fiend, the fiend is on me still ; 

Come, Doctor, here's your pay, 
What lotion, potion, plaster, pill. 

Will drive the beast away ? " 

The next day other verses followed, "On Presenting 
the Freedom of the City loaCreat (icneral," the allusion, of 
coune, being to Jackson. These began : — 




Croaker and Co. 



" The Board is met — the names are read ; 

Elate of heart, the glad Committee 
Declare the mighty man has said, 

' He'!! take the (rcedom of the city.' 
He thanks the Council and the Mayor, 

Presents them all his humble service. 
And thinks he's lime enough to spare 

To sit an hour or two with Jcrvis." 

These verses were also signed " Croaker." Soon others 
followed over the nom de plume of " Croaker, Jr." In every 
literary and political circle of the city every one was asking 
who wrote them ? Even Coleman was ignorant and inserted 
a paragraph in his paper reiiuesting an introduction to the 
author. Just after the request, two young gentlemen, of 
about twenty-four years of age, came to Coleman's house in 
the evening and desired a private interview. The door was 
locked ; and then one of the visitors said to the veteran 
editor, "1 am Croaker, and this, sir, is Croaker, Jr." They 
were overwhelmed by the editor's compliments. They told 
him that spending a morning with Dr. William Langstaff, an 
eccentric apothecary of the day. they had amused them- 
selves with writing burlesque rhymes on passing topics, and 
then had decided to send them to the Poit. Mr. Coleman 
instantly claimed for his paper all they could produce. 
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promising to maintain the greatest secrecy as to authorship. 
Imitations were already pouring upon him, and he wanted 
only originals. So mailers were arranged, and for the next 
three months the series kept on until, in July, 1819, the 
strains ircased almost as abruptly as they had begun, with 
the lines on " A ('urtain Conversation." The names of the 
writers began Id be whispered around. One was a young 
physiiian. Dr. Joseph Ko.lman Drake. The other was a 
bankers <lerk.<;illed Kit/ (ireene Halleck. Their names 
are lo-d.iy linketi togetlier in the literary firmament ; and 
as long a-» New-Vork City h;is a pride in her history, the 
!».> will shine si.le by side. 

ri.e inmiM. y between Drake and Haileek is said to 
have beniin in ;i mmantii w,u. In llie year 1815 there was 
.1 slight a.. pi:.lnl.m.e. In thai yeir Drake, with Dr. De Kay, 
|,iN l.r..tl.er in-l..w. lia.l lu-en -.urprised by a shower while 
«.ilkijin -n\ Ibe Hailerv Seeking ,1 refuge, the two were 
ihniwn int.. H.ille. ks . ..m|unv \s ihe sh..-.ver ended and 
,, r.nnlM.v. . ..me m.l. H.Ule. k «hil..^i■■all> remarked that it 
wiiiiKI be luMVen ti.f liim \y\\\ llien ■" tn rule im (liat rajnbow 
iMul re..d I ..ni f.imi.I.ell ' I lir uh-.i i,.u. bed Drake's fancy. 

I-t. Ii.it in "I the t*- «<re l.isi frun.is The plan of 

writing viliiii .(! .tnd hum..r..ii> lerses on New V,>rk City life 
«,i^ iiin- foi wliiili briih h.iil spei i.il .i<Ia|iiation. eonneeted 
j» Ihev «ete *\\\\ ihr b.-^l . in U-,, .in.l keenly .ilive to all the 
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" sensations " of the hour Wa nam de plume of "Croaker," 
which was varied sometimes to " Croaker, Jr." and " Croaker 
and Co.," was taken from one of Goldsmith's amusing char- 
acters in the play of "The Good-natured Man." That two 
persons were engaged was disclosed to the public in four 
verses addressed to "Croaker, jr," when the series was well 
under way. We t]uote the first and last stanzas: — 

" Your hand my dear Junior I we're all in a flame 
To see a few more of your Hashes : 
The ' Croakers ■ forever I I'm proud of the name : 
But, brother. I fear though our cause is ihe same 
We shall i|uarrel, like Brums and Cassiu^i. 

" Fun ! prosper the union ; smile, fate, on its birth ; 

Miss Atropos shui up your scissors. 

Together we'll range through the regions of mirth, 

A pair of bright gemini dropped on the earth. 

The Castor and Pollux of ipiizzcrs 1 " 

Not only were the two equal lo writing easily in all 
styles of metre, but the gossip of the city gave them con- 
stant themes. And so the Pest kept on printing the bright 
and witty poems filled with personal allusions, till one of the 
editors could write, "every person was on t enter -hook s ; 
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neither knavery nor folly has slept quietly since our com- 
mencement." The secret of authorship was held for some 
months, and only after the midsummer of 1819, when the 
series ended, did the public learn to whom it must attribute 
its pleasure or its pain. In all there were about fifty sepa- 
rate poems. And though as merely clever Vfrt de soci/t/ 
they now mainly excite the antiquarian's interest ; yet one 
poem has become immortal. It was written by Drake ; but 
its last four lines, as a magnificent climax, were added by 
Halle<:k. It is ihe ode to the American flag, beginning ; — 

" When freedom from her mountain height 
ITnfiirled her standard to the air, 
She tore the azure rot>e of night, 
.-\nd set the stars of glory there." 

Who docs not know the ending ? 

" Korever float that standard-sheet ; 

Where breathes the foe but falls before us ? 
With freedom's soil beneath our feet, 
And freedom's banner waving o'er us." 

As long as the I'nion stands, that {loetic tribute of 
praise 10 the symbol of our nationality will thrill the hearts 
of those to whom our undivided land is dear. 

When the " t'roakers ' had left the field, Drake's health 
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was very delicate. Consumption had already marked its 
victim. But his genius gave to his country one more note- 
worthy poem before he passed away. At West Point, in the 
Summer of 1819, Drake and Dr. De Kay were talking on 
poetry with Halleck and Fenimore Cooper Speaking of the 
success of Sir Waller Scott, Halleck and Cooper contended 
that the streams of Scotland were far better adapted to 
poetic purpose, by their romantic and historical associations, 
than the rivers of our new world. It was also asserted that 
a poem with purely imaginative characters was an impossi- 
bility ; that humanity, with its known passions and needs, 
must somehow enter into every story. Drake took the 
opposite view, and two days afterwards read to his friends 
the "Culprit Fay." It is a fairy story with its scenes in the 
Hudson River Highlands ; although as Drake noted on a 
manuscript copy, " the reader will find some of the inhabi- 
tants of the salt water a' little further up the Hudson than 
theyusually travel, but not too far for the purposes of poetry." 
No one who has ever read this exquisite poem but feels that 
its author was among the gifted few to whom the highest 
power of expression belongs. It was, alas ! his last earthly 
work. In one year, at the age of twenty-five, Joseph Rod- 
roan Drake was buried in Westchester County, and on the 
•irople grave his friend laid the tribute, the opening lines of 
which have become household words : — 
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" (ireen be the turf above thee, 
Frienil of my better days ; 
None knew thee but to love thee, 
None named thee bill to praise." 

hit/, (ireene llalk-ck survived his friend for fony-six 
years. They both belong ti> a fading past. The echoes of 
their Minj^s have not, however, ceased, nor can they cease 
for years to < ome. In times wlien American authors were 
SI in ely re<.'o);nixvil, when Irviiig, and I'anlding, and Cooper 
hail (inly be{;im iheir career, when Bryant and Ix>ngfellow 
had but penned their youthful poems, Drake and Halleck 
won )>ublii- altentiiiu to the fact that in our land some could 
won the Muse as sixcessfully zs Ityron, and Moore, and 
Campbell on the other side of the Atlantic. No one would 
pretend to . laim for them the highest rank, but it can be 
safely asserted that they hail poetic fervor and skill equal to 
< ompanion singers, and that they wrote suRiiient to adorn 
and rentier famous the land which H:ive them birth. 

It remains for us to brietly criticise the literary work of 
the longest-lived of the famous firm of "Croaker and Co." 
In the year iSii. Halle, k published his longest |K>ein, 
entitled " Fanny." whii h was marked by the general style 
and the jwrsonal allusion-, of the series in which he and 
Drake had been a>soi iaied. .Mingled with the satirical hits 
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at the political and social follies! of New-Vork are bits of 
fine description and humorous parodies of popular songs, 
which have been often (Quoted. One of the best of the latter 
is the imitation of Moore's song in " l^lla Roolth," known 
as the " Bower of Bendcmeer." The parody begins : — 

" There's a barrel of porter at Tammany Hall. 

And the bticktails are swigging it all the night long. 
In the time of my boyhood 'twas pleasant to call 
For a seal and cigar 'mid the jovial throng," ' 

Asmarking the descriptive power of the poet, the lines on 
Weehawken are deservedly the most famous. They begin : — 

" Weehawken ! In thy mountain scenery yet. 
All we adore of Nature in her wild 
And frolic hour of infancy is met." 

And then, as he describes the clamberer of the i liff ; 
reaching the verge of the height, the poet writes : — 

" In such an hour he turns, and on his view 

Ocean and earth and heaven burst before him ; 

Clouds slumbering at his feet, and the clear blue 
Of summer's sky in beauty bending o'er him : 

The city bright below ; and far away. 

Sparkling in golden light, his own romantic bay. 
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" Tall spire, and glittering roof, and battlement. 

And banners floating in the sunny air. 
And white sails o'er the calm blue waters bent. 

Green isle, and circling shore, are blended there 
In wild reality. When life is old. 

And many a scene forgot, the heart will hold 

" Its memory of this ; nor lives there one 

Whose infant breath was drawn, or boyhood's days 

Of happiness were passed beneath that sun. 
That in his manhood's prime can calmly gaie 

Upon that bay, ur on that mountain stand, 
Nor feci the prouder of his native land." 

After ihe piihlication of "h'anny'and a companion 
I>ocm railed the " Recorder," Ilallerk's verses were eagerly 
sought for by the variims jierioilicals of the day. He wrote 
sparingly, however. .Vt last, in tht midst of a popular wave 
of sympathy for the palriotir struggles iif the (Greeks against 
the Turks, Ihe splendid <»lv of " Marco Itoziaris" appeared 
in the A'lir/A Ami-iiian AWinc Ii ran like wildfire through 
our whole lountry, and its pm-lii vigor is still attested by 
the favor with whi. h the un< uriuptvd taste of every school- 
boy orator regards it What boy-speaker but has pumped 
his right arm up and down three limes to "strike" the 
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" unspeakable Turk " with Halleck's ringing cry, and then 
with a woeful face depicted the unfortunate Bozzaris in 
his remarkable effort of " bleeding at every vein." Jesting 
aside, it has always seemed to us that in " Marco Boszans " 
Halleck touches the summit of lyric power, and ranks with 
the very best of English writers. 

Worthy, howeve/, to stand close to " Bozzaris," are the 
" Lines to Robert Bums," so marked by their melody and 
wonderful sympathy with the Ayrshire ploughman's charac- 
ter and work. The younger sister of the Scotch bard gave 
it as her judgement, that " Nothing finer has been written 
about Robert than Mr. Halleck's poem." The lovers of Bums 
seem certainly to confirm the decision by their constant 
quotations from the lines during the past half century. 
With this poem maybe grouped Hatleck's "Alnwick Cas- 
tle," " Red Jacket," and the unfinished sketches entitled 
"Connecticut " and " Wyoming." With these it seems that 
Halleck's genius exhausted itself. For the last thirty years 
of his life he wrote now and then at long intervals. There 
was seen the same easy rythm, and there sounded an echo 
of the ancient melody, but somehow the themes were trivial 
and the thoughts of little worth. Perhaps the poet in his 
personal life had grown weaker, as age and flattery com- 
bined against him. Perhaps the rise of a new school of 
poetry had dimmed our poet's glory. Whatever the reason, 
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Halleck was compelled to live on liis youthful reputation for 
nearly forty years. He died and was buried at Guildford, 
Connecticut, in 1867. As we know, there were friends and 
admirers enough to secure a lasting memorial of him in 
the Central Park, a memorial, it is to be feared, which 
"Croaker and Co." would have ridiculed unmercifully in 
the style of its art, had it ever come before their youthful 
Haic. 

In Halleck's best work there is an exquisite versifica- 
tion and a general lyric power which cannot be resisted. 
In most of his poems (here is also a blending of humor with 
sentiment, which he probably caught from his favorites, 
Byron and Moore. It differs from theirs, however, in 
always l>eing healihy and pure. As such, its admission in 
dcs<-riptivc poetry is to be defended, as it lights up the land- 
scape, or puts a bright side on a serious theme. To some 
( ritics it may seem an clemeni of weakness, but we often 
wish Wordsworth himself could have smiled. The contrast 
lielween the aues of roman< e and reality could never have 
been belter painted than in " .Alnwick Castle," where, after 
(IcM ribing " the lofty halls trml by the Percys of old fame," 
he write* of these prosaii y^■ar^:— 

" Ixird Sl^ilTonl mines for roal and salt. 
The Duke of Norfolk deals in malt. 
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The Douglas in red herringii ; 
And noble name and cultured land, 
Palace, and park, and vassal-hand, 
Are powerless to the notes of hand 

Of Rothschild or of Barings." 



With these criticisms we close. As we have looked 
back through nearly two generations, may we not crown 
l)rake and Halleck as the earliest jxtet -laureates of New- 
York City ? In the streets and houses of our great commer- 
cial metropolis they first found fit themes for graceful and 
fervid verse, and by their very satire advanced their city's 
name. The "counierfeil presentments" of Fiti Greene 
Halleck in Central Park may seem at least to recall the 
golden day when the city had a character far different from 
that which is now stamped upon it, a day when its cultured 
and its intellectual life thought it no disgrace to be mingled 
with its political progress. There is one name in our own 
lime, to which the years to come will grant yet higher honors 
than we have yielded to the "Croakers," one who bv his 
prose and jioelry has estaMished his right to the same laure- 
ate crown. 1 need hardly name Kdmund C Stedman. For 
him we send \\\\ the aspiration of Horace, " Serus in ar/um 
re J fas." 

To end as we l)egan, let us read one of the last 
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Croakor i>oems which was first entitled " A Curtai 
Conversation," though afterwards included by Halleck i 
his own works, under another heading r — 

" ■ Beside the nuptial curtain bright' 
The bard of Kden sings. 
' Voung love his constant tain|i will light. 
And wave his purple wings." 
UiK rain-dro|>< from the clouds of care 

M.iy hid (hat lamp be dim. 
And the boy I.ove will jiout and swear 
"lis then no |>Iate for him, 

•• So inusL-d the lovely Mrs. Dash. 
('Tis wrong to mention names.) 
When for lier surly husbands cash 
She iirned in vain her ilainis. 
* 1 want a little money, dear: 
For Vamkrvoorl and Klandin 
Their bill, «bi< h now ha> run a year, 
'r..m<>rr.>w mean t>. h.ind in.' 

'■ • More ? ■ . rie.l the hii-lun.l. h.-lf aslee;.. 
' V..U-II .Irive me tu de-.[.,iir : " 
■rbel.i.l> «.is t.... |.r..iid lo weep, 
.\n.l l.M.p..liie lo>«ear. 
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She bit her Up for very spite, 

He felt a storm was brewing. 
And dreamed of nothing else all night 

But brokers, banks, and ruin. 

" He thought her pretty once, but dreams 

Have sure a wondrous power. 
For to his eye the lady seems 

Quite altered sin<e that hour ; 
And Love, who, on their bridal eve, 

Had promised long to slay. 
Forgot his promise, look French leave. 

And bore his lamp away." 

Had Halleck lived in our time, we doubt whether he 
would have written those last verses. Creditors seem lo be 
the least trouble we have in cities or in Congress. If a 
profane hand may venture to show the " modern im|>rove- 
ments " which keep our lovely Mrs. flashes in perfect ease, 
we would change to this : — 



" More?" cried the husband, "yes, my dear. 
The cash shall be at call : 
No odious bill shall cause a tear, 
ril fail before you fall." 
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He spnke, and turned to gentle sleep 
Like child by breezes fanned, 

Ajid smiling in his slumbers deep 
He looked like Mr. Bland. 

The morning came, the debt was paid, 

At ten ])er cent, 'twas scaled. 
While Heauiy was n^iain arrayed. 

And «]. Uroadway she sailed ; 
Anil I/ive (not that yni read xibout, 

All sarrilke and thrill. 
Hut moJi-rn I/jve) fornot to poiil. 

And blessed the " silver-bill." 





JAMIE. 



S SUNG BY MR! 



lAMIE ! do you hear me calling in the gloaming, 
Calling to you laddie to come home ? 
Long and lone I'm watching, and my heart isn-un- 
Why upon the hill so late you roam. [d'ring, 

Jamie ! Jamie ! Are you never coming 
To the little heail that's waiting sad at home ? 



Ah ! if he were never, never more to leave me, 

Never to come back to me again. 

Sure I'm only dreaming and I know he's coming. — 

All the same the tears will fall like rain. 

Jamie ! Jamie ! Ah ! the fear is on me. 

And my heart is aching with dull pai:i. 




Jamil- ; K( lio ! Answer ! 

And ii says he's iximint; — coming down the hillside, 

Wf!l I kniiw his voice, my bonnie lad, 

Niiw I h<:^r him singing to the caltle blithely 

Atwl ihi: little shee[)-be!ls tinkling glad, 

Jjniii; ! J:nnic I Ah ihe joy is on me. 

Anil my heart is going just like mad. 

Jamie I Welcome to yon laddie, 

Well ome in the gluaininf;. 
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LIE here at rest in my chamber. 

And look ihrotigh the window again. 

With eyes that are changed since the old time. 

And the sting of an exquisite pain. 

'Tis not much that I see for a picture, 
Through boughs that are green with spring, — 
A barn with its roof gray and mossy, 
And above it a bird on the wing ; 

Or, lifting my head a thought higher, 
Some hills and a village 1 know. 
And over it all the blue heaven, 
With a white cloud floating below. 

Ah ! once the roof was a prison. 
My mind and the sky were free, 
My thoughts with the birds went flying. 
And my hopes were a heaven to mc. 
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Now I come from the limitless distance 
Where 1 followed my youth's wild will, 
Where they press the wine of delusJort 
That you drink and are thirsty stilly 



And I know why the bird with the springtime 
To the gnarled old tree comes back, — 
He has tried the south and the summer, 
He has felt what the sweet things lack. 



So I come with a sad contentment, 
With eyes that are changed I see : 
The roof means peace, not a prison, 
And heaven smiles down on me. 




RIP VAH WINKLE. 



H E following scene is taken Trom (he first act of the 
celebrated play of " Rip Van Winkle," as recited 
by Mr, A. P. Burbank. 
The language is but slightly altered from the original. 

The characters introduced are ; — 

Rip Van Winkle. 

Derkick Von Beekman, the villain of the flay, wAf 
endeavors to get R I p drunk, in order to have kim sign away his 
property to Von Beekman. 

Nick Vedder, the village inn-kteprr. 

Scene.— T''*^' Village Inn. 

Present, Von Beekman, alone. 

Enter Rip, shaking off the Children, who ding about kim 
like flies to a lump of sugar. 

Rip {to the Children). Say ! hullo, dere, du Vacob 
Stein ! du kleine spitzboob. Let dat dog Schneider alone. 
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will you ? Dcre, I tole you dat all de time, if you don'd let 
him alone he's goin' to bide you ! Why, hullo. Derrick ! 
how you was ? Ach, my ! Did you hear dem liddle fellers 
just now ? Dey most plague me crazy. Ha, ha, ha ! I 
like to laugh my outsides in every time I tink aboul it. 
Just now, as we was comin* along togedder, Schneider and 
me — I don'd know if you know Schneider myself? Well, 
he's my dog. Well, dem liddle fellers, dey took Schneider, 
und — ha, ha, ha I — dey — ha, ha ! — dey tied a tin kettie mit 
his tail ! Ha, ha, ha I My gracious ! of you had seen dat 
dog run I My, how scared he was I Veil, he was a-runnin' 
an' de kettle was a-bangin* an* — ha, ha, ha ! you believe it, 
dat dog, he run right betivixt me an my legs * Ha, ha, ha ! 
He spill me und all dem liddle fellers down in de mud 
togedder. Ha, ha, ha I 

Von Hf-EK.man. Ah, yes, that's all right Rip, very 
funny, very funny ; but what do you say to a glass of liquor. 
Rip? 

Rip. Well, now, I)crri(k, what <1() I generally say to a 
glass ? I generally say its a good ting, don'd I ? Und I 
generally say a good deal more to what is /// it, dan to de 
glass. 

Von H. Certainly, <ertainly. Say, hello, there I Nick 
Vedder, bring otit a bottle ol your best I 

Rii". Dat's right -lill 'em up. Vou wouldn't believe it. 



Rip Van Winkle. 



Derrick, but dat is de first one 1 have had to-day. I guess 
maybe de reason is, I couldn't got it before. Ah, Derrick, 
my score is too big I Well, here is your good health und 
your lamilys — may they live long and prosper. (They 
drink!) Ach I you may well smack your lips, und go ah, 
ah ! over dat liquor. Vou don'd give me such liquor like 
dat every day, Nick Vedder. Well, come on. fill 'em up 
again. Git out mit dat water, Nick Vedder, 1 don'd want 
no water in my liquor. Good liquor and water. Derrick, is 
just like man wnA ti'xit, dry don d agree well logeddtr — dat's 
me und my wife, anyway. Well, come on again. Here is 
your good health und your family's, and may dey all live 
long und pros|>er ! 

Nick Vehdkr. That's right. Rip ; drink away, and 
"drown your sorrows in the flowing bowl." 

Rip. Drown my sorrows? Va, dai's all very well, but 
she don'd dro^vn. My wife is my sorrow und you can't 
drown her ; she tried it once, but she couldn't do it. What, 
didn't you hear about dat, de day what Dretchen she liked to 
got drownded ? Ach, my : dat's de funniest ting in de 
world. I'll tell you all about it. It was de same day what 
we got married. I bet you I don'd forgot Jal day so long 
what 1 live. You know dat Hudson River what dey git dem 
boats over — well, dat's de same place. Well, you know dat 
boat what (Jretchen she wasa-goin' to come over in, dat got 
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upsetUd^yz^ just went righd by der boddom. But she ttHisn*t 
in de boat. Oh, no ; if she had been in de boat, well, den, 
maybe she might have got drownded. You can't tell any- 
ting at all about a ting like dat ! 

Von B. Ah, no ; but I'm sure. Rip, if Grctchen were 
to fall into the water now, you would risk your life to save 
her. 

Rip. Would I ? Well, I am not so sure about dat my- 
self. When we was first got married ? Oh, ya ; I know I 
would have done it den, but I don*d know how it would be 
now. But it would be a good deal more my duty now as it 
was den. Don'd you know, Derrick, when a man gits mar- 
ried a long time — mit his wife, he gits a good deal attached 
mit her, und it would be a good deal more my duty now as 
it was den. But I don'd know, Derrick, I am afraid if 
Oretchen should fall in dc water und should say, " Rip, 
Ri]) ! help me oud " — I should say, ** Mrs. Van Winkle, I 
will just go home and link about it." Oh, no. Derrick; if 
(Irctchen fall in de water now she's got to swim, I told you 
dat — ha, ha, ha. ha I Hullo I dat's her a-comin* now ; I 
guess it's better I go oud I \^Rxit RlP. 
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PART If. 

Shortly after his conversation with Von Beetman, Rip's 
wife catches him carousing and dancing upon the village 
green with the pretty girls. She drives him away in no very 
gentle fashion, and he runs away from her only to go and 
get more drunk than before. Returning home after night- 
fall in a decidedly muddled condition, he puts his head 
through the open window at the rear, not obsening his 
irate wife, who stands in ambush behind the clothes-bars 
with her ever-ready broomstick, .to give him a warm recep- 
tion ; but seeing only his tittle daughter Meenie, of whom 
he is very fond, and who also loves him tenderly, Rip 

Meenie I Meenie, my darlin" ! 
Mecme. Hush-sh-h. 

{SAaiing her finger, to indicate the presence ef her mother.) 

Rip. Eh ! what's de matter? I don'd sec noting, my 
darlin'. 

Mef.nie, 'Sh-sh-sh 1 

Rip. Eh! what? Say. Meenie, is de ole wild cat 
home? (Grktchkn eatckes him •juickly by the hair.) Oh, 
oh ! say, is dat you, Gretchen? Say, derc, my darlin', my 




angd, don'd do dat. I.et go my head, wond you ? Well, 
den. hold on to it so long what you like. ((iRETCHen 
rfUitSfS Aim.) Dere, now, l()ok at dat, see what you done — 
you gone jmll out a whole handful of hair. What you want 
to do a ting like dat for? Vuu must want a bald-headed 
husband, don'd you ? 

(Irkthik.n. Who was that you ( illed a wild cat ? 

Rii'. Who was dat I lall a wild cat? Well, now, let 
me see, who was dat I i ;ill a wild lal ? Dat must a' been de 
same time I come in de winder dere, wasn't it? Yes, I 
know, it was tie same time. Well, now, let nie see. {SuJ- 
(A-M.) It wa^ de dog Schneider dat I call it. 

(ikKniiiN. Tilt dog Schneider? That's a likely story. 

kii'. Why. of ...nrse it is a likely story— ain't he my 
dog ? Weil. den. I • all him a wild < at jti^t so much what I 
like, so diTc mm. ((Jkh. hks A;c//w /.' J.v,/.) Oh, well ; 
dere. now. dim'd y<iu < ry. ilonM ymi itv. (iretihen ; you 
hear wli.it 1 said ? I.isikn now. If you don'd cry, I never 
<lrink anoiler drop ..f li.|ii<>r in my life- 

(>K1 ii'iii-N irnirt;]. I >h, Ri|i ! ym have said so. so 
many, many times, and ytm never ke]'l your word yet. 

kii'. Wi-ll. 1 ^iiy i; lii. lime, and 1 mean it. 

(ikn.ins, llh.Uii.: if I lould only trust you. 

kii'. Voii mustn't SU.-/-IWI me. (an'i you see repentance 
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Gretchen. Ri[), if you will only keep your word, I 
shall be the happiest woman in the world. 

Rip. You can believe it. I nefer drink anodcr drop so 
long what I live, if you don'd cry. 

Gketchen. Oh, Rip, how happy we shall be! And 
you'll get back all the village. Rip, just as you used to have 
it ; and you'll fix uji our little house so nicely ; and you and 
I, and our darling little Meenie.here — how happy we shall be ! 

Rip. Dere, dere, now \ you can be just so happy what 
you tike. Go in de odder room, go along mit you ; I come 
in dere pooty quick. (£*// Gretlhes and Meemf..) My ! 
I swore off fon drinkin' so many, many times, and f never 
kep' my word yet. (Taking out bottle,) I don'd lielieve 
dere is more as one good drink in dal bottle, anyway. It's a 
pity to waste it? You goin' to drink dat ? Well, now, if 
you do, it is de last one, remember dat, old feller. Well, 
here is your goot held, und — 

(Enter Gretchen, sudJenlv, who snatches the bottle from him.) 

Grf.Tchen. Oh, you brute! you paltry thief? 

Rip. Hold on dere, my dear, you will spill dc liquor. 

Gretchen. Yes, I will spill it, you drunken scoundrel ! 
( Throwing away the. bottle. That's the last drop you ner 
drink under this roof. ) 
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Rii' {ilotvh, after a moment's silence, as if stuHned by hfr 
st7-eri/r). Eh '. what ? 

Crktcken'. Out, I say ! you drink no more here. 

Rip. What ? {Jrctchtn, are yo" goin' to drive rae away ? 

(iRKTCHES. Ves 1 Acre by acre, fool by foot, you have 
sold everything that ever belonged to you for liquor. Thank 
Heaven this house is mine, and you can't sell it. 

Rip {^rapidly sobering, as he begins to realize the gravity of 
the situation). Yours? yours? Ya, you are right — it is 
yours ; 1 have got no home, (/w broken tones, almost 
sobbing.) Hut where will I go ? 

(IkKrtHKN. .\nywherel out into the storm, to the 
mountains. There's the door — never let your face darken 
it npin. 

kir. What. (Iretehen I are you goin' to drive me away 
liki a .lojr on a ni^hl like .lis ? 

('■KKri-iiKN. Vcs ; out with you; You hare no longer a 
sli-in- in 'lie or mine. ( lireaking Jown u'it/i the intensity of 

Kn> (;.-/:!■ -lou-ly <tmi •/iii.fh. hut 7,-ith great inlemity). 
W.'ll. .U-n. 1 will -., : y..u have <lrive me away Itke a dog. 
(;r<i. h.-n. and 1 will p.. I!ut renumber, (iretchen, after 
wii.it yoM h.ue tr.M tiK' lure l"-ni-Ut, I i an never eome back. 
V.i.i havi' i.|ren de di.iir I'nr uie to jio : you will never open 
il i.ir iiie lo return, liiii. (iret. lien. y..u le!I me dat 1 have 
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no longer a share here. {Points at the child, who kntels cry- 
ing at hit /ft.) Good-by {wUH much emotion), my dariin'. 
God bless you ! Don'd you nefer forgit your fader. Gretchen 
(with a great sob), 1 wipe de disgrace from your door. Good- 
by, good-by ! (Exit Rip into the storm. 






GEMS. 



BIOI.VUONAI. asmanyof the gems of which it treats, 
wnuld seem imponsilile that from some one of 
) many sides, this sulijcct shoiilii fail to interest 
the most indifferent i>erson. who will hut lend it the slight- 
est :itttntion. Those who are only interested in gems as 
adornmenls, or as aids to lieaiily, will iifiL-n find it useful to be 
ahli- to judge <:orreiily of the value of their jewels, the man- 
ner of ( utting them, and the mosl arti>tie mode of adapting 
them to their beauty ; to siu h it miijhl also he interesting 
to know that the belles of am ient Kgyjit, forty ecnturies ago, 
Were as fund of jieins as are the fashionable women of to-day. 
The jewels found in am ieni >ario|iha(;i testify that the 




fair ones of those remote days adorned their brows with dia- 
dems, and their throats with necklaces of pearl, while they 
wore bracelets, garters and anklets set with amber ; and 
evetj the fingers of the men were laden with rings. 

But these beautiful productions of nature are not only 
favorites with the luxurious children of wealth and fashion, 
they have been studied with passionate devotion by men 
whose valuable discoveries in the domain of science have 
made their names beacons in the paths of learning. 

The so-called " phenomenal gems," which act upon the 
light in a peculiar manner, producing such striking etTccts as 
are familiar to us in the cat's-eye, the star-sapphire, star- 
ruby, tourmaline, moon-stone, and in that very rare gem 
Alexandrite, are, in some respects, the most interesting, 
and, at the present lime, the most costly and fashionable. 

The commercial aspect of this subject is startling. The 
ancient Phoenicians, almost the founders of commerce, were 
constantly in search of lands producing the coveted treasures 
of eanh. Certain it is that the cold, bleak countries of 
northern Euroi)e would have had but little charm for the 
southern peoples were it not for the (juantities of amber 
which transformed them into a paradise. There arc also 
distinct records of extensive commerce in precious stones 
during the times of David and Solomon.. In David's charge 
to Solomon wc find these words : " Now I have prepared 




with all my might for the house of my God, the gold for 
things Co be made of gold; onyx stones and stones to be 
set, glistening stones and of divers colors, all manners of 
precious stones and marbles in abundance." Later, we find 
CiEsar's first invasion of Great Britain, so fruitful in'different 
results, to have been in search of rose-pearls, the fame of 
which had reached the shores of Italy. After the discovery 
of America, the Spaniards who landed on terra firma, found 
the savages decked with necklaces and bracelets of pearl, 
and lost no time in discovering where they were found ; 
cities soon rose in splendor and affluence where the pearl- 
oyster grew, entirely supported by the profits of those sea- 
born gems. When, from the indiscriminate destruction of 
the shells, the banks betame exhausted, those fair cities sunk 
into insignificance and nut a vestige of them now remains. 
The same story might be told of many an ancient mart. 
Why docs the word gulcondn seem to glitter and sparkle, if 
not that it is but a synonyme of the diamond ? This is but 
a gl.ime at the i iiinmcrci;il side <if the subject, but later we 
may jierceive its arli>tii-, archaiolnnical, historical, poetic and 
rcligi..iis aspe< ts. 

riiny says that in geni'* we have all the majesty of na- 
ture gathered int.. .1 -mall . .impass. anil that in no other of 
her works has she prodm ed anything so admirable. " The 
exhibition of a » ulliriiim of |irei-iou!> stones," says Madame 






Barrera, " always proves a great attraction, and those who 
bestow upon them the attention to which their rarity and 
beauty entitle them, will be gradually led to acquire some 
knowledge of their geography, physics, chemistry and crys- 
taJlography, and of the countries whence commerce brings 
these fair productions." In contrast with the homelyroaxim 
of Poor Richard, " Economy is wealth," we have the aphorism 
of the great French statesman Thiers, Le luxe est I'uit Jes 
sigites de la eivilisaHon; while admitting that the private 
individual, who lives in a style beyond his means, robs not 
only his family but society, he assumes, on the other hand, 
that those possessing the means, but who, through sordid 
economy, refuse to surround their homes with objects to ele- 
vate the soul above the common-place level of life, not only 
rob their families of these refining influences, but are guilty 
of a crime toward the intelligent artisan whose success con- 
stitutes the prosperity of the country. And may not this be 
true in a broader sense, when those of princely fortunes fail 
to contribute to our national museums ? It has been truly re- 
marked that when leaders of society can purchase diamonds 
the poorer classes can buy bread, but when the former can 
only buy bread, then must the latter die of hunger. It has 
been written, " man cannot live by bread alone," and Babinet 
adds,"helivesbyall thai theCreatorhas implanted in his soul." 
Looking backward, into the dini pre-historic past, we 




find the amber l>ead, the roughly hewn jade war-club, (he 
many colored jasper arrow-head, the bit of shining mica, all 
telling the unwritten story of the inborn, instinctive love for 
the beautiful of earth. Traie the history of the most ancient 
of all treasures, precious stones, down to the present day, 
and we follow also the history of civilization. Since Prome- 
theus inserted into one of the links of his iron chain a gem 
from the Caucasian rock to which he was bound, thus form- 
ing the first ring as a symbol of his freedom, poor humanity 
has continued, as priest or dignitary, sovereign or subject, 
striving to possess the rarest and most precious stones to in- 
dicate rank, command homage, enhance personal charms or 
indicate a triumph. 

The great flaUy terms crystals the "flowers of miner- 
alogy ; " K*^i>is, then, are the rare exotics of the vast mineral- 
garden. Humboldt, from Chimlrarazo's height, uttered the 
sentiment so beautifully poetized by Mrs. Browning: — 

'■ On the mountain is freedom, the breath of decay 
Sever sullies the soft summer air ; 
Oh ! nature is perfect wherever we stray, 
Tis man that deforms it with care." 

However true this may lie reganling the grand and 
picturesi]ue in nature, and even in her more circumscribed 
realms, as manifcht in the wonderful forces which direct 




the crystallization of every mineral, causing each to as- 
sume its own distinct form in whatever part of the world 
it may be found, still, among the aristocracy of minerals, the 
"rare exotics," the pruning knife of the lapidary must cut 
the facets before the serene, celestial soul can be revealed, or 
the haughty, regal gleam of their lustrous beauty can charm 
our eyes. Precious stones are not, as is generally believed, 
different in composition from common stones, but nature has 
her secret in the arrangement of the molecules. The dia- 
mond is only a little coal, but crystallized coal. The basis 
of the ruby, topaz and sapphire is aluminum oxide, the prin- 
cipal constituent of ordinary potter's clay, but in these 
niineralsil is crystallized; so in ail the varieties of quartz, they 
are all one with the ordinary cobble stone, only ditTering by 
their crystallization and coloring matter. Quartz, in its more 
common forms, com poses nearly half of the rocks, and has been 
termed the " back bone " of the earth's crust ; but when crys- 
tallized, pure and pellucid, it is the beautiful rock-crystal ; 
when colored by oxide of manganese, the amethyst ; when im- 
pregnated by the same, in floral-like forms, it is the moss-agate. 
Again, when colored by the oxide of iron, " the great colorist 
of nature," it is the ja.sper, sard or carnelian ; by the silicate of 
iron, green jasper; when colored by nickel it is thechrysoprase. 
When silica in solution is deposited in cavities of rocks, 
agates or onyx are formed, whose layers or stni>es take their 




color from the rocks through which the silica has passed, 
and, when the cavity is only partially filled, we have geodes. 
The emerald and a<jua-marine, only differ in the amount of 
coloring matter. In all this it would seem that the mighty 
creative power had chosen to manifest its omnipotence by 
producing the most valuable substances from the most com- 
mon elements. 

It has long been the feeling amongcuttured Americans, 
whose tastes have been educated and minds enriched by 
travel in foreign lands, that wc, as a nation, arc far behind 
other countries, both in the knowledge of, and apparent in- 
terest in. the very comprehensive subject of gems. The 
explanation is not difficult. When the intelligent English- 
man visits his metropolis, he naturally directs his steps 
toward thai "eternity of wonders," the British Museum. 
There, gathered from the four corners of the earth, are the 
marvellous and beautiful of nature, antiquity and art. He 
finds the mineral kingdom represented in its varied, natural 
crystals, and exquisite gems engraved by masters unrivalled 
in the glyptic art. In the Kensington Museum is the beau- 
tiful collection of the Duke of Devonshire, in that perfect- 
ncss which only wealth, taste, opportunity and leisure could 
have given it ; he visits the Tower, endeared by its many 
historic associations, and, in the " Regalia," his heart 
swelling with national pride, he beholds diamonds which 




appear to throb with a living radiance, rubies and emeralds 
which seem to dissolve in a liquid light. So with each 
European nation. Who that enters the green vault at Dres- 
den can ever forget the treasures there displayed to the en- 
chanted gaze ? 

The international celebration of our centennial year was 
not without great educational results in this direction, and 
the crowds ever surrounding the precious stones of the Rus- 
sian department, the wonderful Austrian opals, Mexican onyx, 
and the engraved gems in the department of " Starr & Mar- 
cus " evidenced the taste which only needs directing. While 
on the threshold of this our second century, may not the 
American heart beat with pride and hope when aware of the 
treasures our own metropolis is accumulating? The Metro- 
politan Museum abounds in specimens of ancient art, which 
disclose to the reflective mind the tastes of forty centuries 
ago, and the late accession of the exquisite collection of 
antique gems, the life-game rings of Mr. King, of London, 
to the same museum, have transformed it, educationally, into 
a rival of many a foreign museum. 

In our historical rooms also can be studied many inter- 
esting gemsof antiquity, while at the School of Mines of Co- 
lumbia College, can be seen nearly all the known minerals in 
their perfect natural crystals, their arrangement so simplified 
that even the unscientific can understand and enjoy them. 
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The recent closerelationship effected between the United 
States and China, by means of our great Pacific railroads, 
has brought into this country many beautifully carved speci- 
mens of the heretofore almost unseen and unknown sub- 
stance jade, which, although mostly confined to private 
collections, are often exposed at our loan exhibitions ; archae- 
ological specimens, however, in the form of celts and tikiSy 
can be seen at the American Museum of Natural History. 
Add to these facts the extreme politeness manifested in the 
palatial establishment of Tiffany & Co., whose " light of 
the sun *' outweighs the Kohinoor by more than nineteen 
carats, and where can Americans of to-day find an excuse 
for ignorance ? 

(Icms formed the chief item in the paraphernalia of 
Eastern imagery. Infinite and very beautiful are the meta- 
phors in which the oriental poets have used them. In the 
Talmud it is said that Noah used no other light than that 
furnished by precious stones. A Rabbinical stor>* tells us that 
on approaching Kgypt. .-Vbraham locked Sarah in a chest, that 
none might behold her dangerous beauty. But when he was 
come to the place of i>aying custom, the collectors said, " Pay 
us the custom/' and he said, " I will pay the custom.*' They said 
to him. " Thou earnest clothes/* and he said to them, " I will 
pay for clothes." Then they said to him, **Thou earnest 
gold," and he answered, ** 1 will pay for gold ; " on this they 
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said to him, "Surely thou earnest the finest of silk;" he 
replied, " 1 will pay custom for silk." Then said they unto 
hitn, "Surely it must be pearls that thou takest with thee," 
and he answered, " I will pay for pearls." Seeing they could 
name nothing of value for which the patriarch was not will- 
ing to pay custom, they said, " It cannot be but that thou 
open the box and let us see what is within." So they 
opened the box, and the whole land of Egypt was illumined 
by the lustre of Sarah's beauty, far exceeding that of 
pearls. 

Modem poets have also revelled in the imagery of gems. 
Our immortal Shakspeare puts into the mouth of his charm- 
ing Ariel, these almost prophetic words ; — 

" Full fathom five thy father lies ; 
Of liis bones are coral made ; 
" Those are pearls, that were his eyes : 

Nothing of him that doth fade 
But doth suffer a sea-change, 

Into something rich and strange." 

Thus anticipating science by three hundred years, for it is 
only lately that a learned chemist has advanced the theory 
that the coloring of the emerald is decayed organic 
matter. 



Again, we hear Clarence relating his dream : — 

" Methoughl I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
A thousand men that fishes gnawed upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl. 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels. 
All scattered in the bottom of the sea. 
Some lay in dead men's skulls ; and in those holes. 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As 'twere in scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems 
That wooed the slimy bottom of the deep. 
And mocked the dead bones that lay scattered by." 

Miss Proctor's sailor boy, describing his mother's visit. 



" Arrayed for some great feast she came, 

With stones that shone and burnt like flame' 

Wound round her neck, like some fair snake, 
-And set like stars within her hair, 

They sparkled so, ihi-y seemed to make 
A glory everywhere." 

But -Moore's ofi-fjuoted line. " Rich and rare were the genu 
she wore." never had a closer application than to the match- 
less parure worn by the lady of the English ambassador at 
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the coroiuition of one of the late Russian Emperors, at Mos- 
cow. King describes the parure as being composed of a 
choice selection from the antique collection of the Duke of 
Devonshire, and while others were vieing in the splendor of 
their jewels, in which the noble families of Russia are very 
rich, none attracted so much attention as the Countess of 
Granville, whose was the triumph of art over material 
wealth. Others displayed a blaze of diamonds, but it was 
for the English lady to assert a higher splendor, for if their 
jewels were costly hers were positively priceless. 

The taste for gems, as we have seen, dates back to the 
most remote ages. In ancient Egypt many jewels were cut 
into the form of scarabel, or sacred beetles, of which we have 
numerous specimens in our own museums, taken from mum- 
my pits. The ancient monarchs, with their fondness for 
display, decorated their horses' trappings, their persons and 
thrones with gems, even before they knew how to cut them, 
and attributed magical properties to them. A particular 
stone was thought to be sacred to each month, and the 
twelve were called the "zodiac stones;" certain ones 
were supposed to symbolize the Apostles, and various were 
the superstitions prevalent even among the learned of that 
ancient time. No doubt ihe properties which we prize at 
the present day, such as color, brilliancy and hardness, were 
equally prized in the remotest times, but above and beyond 




these obvious characters, there was the Higher value derived 
from their metaphysical virtues. Some of these virtues were 
of a purely spiritual character, such as the power attributed 
to so many gems of dispelling vicious propensities and of 
inspiring purity of life in the owner. Others were of less 
subtle nature, and were medicinal rather than metaphysical. 
In order to cure disease it was in most cases considered suf- 
ficient to wear the stone, when its curative power would be 
brought into ])lay. In other cases resource was had to 
a<lniinislering the iwwdered gem. These superstitions natu- 
rally It-d men lo seek e.it;erly for stiinei so mar\-ellously en- 
dowed, for who would not diligently seek nnd fondly cherish 
an object whii h was a< the same time a specific against 
disease, a pi-r~[inal adornment and a guardian ? 

Superslitions regarding -ptimeH of a green color are more 
wide.>pr.a.l tli.in nny oilur The reputed virtues of the 
emerald alone uould till a i hapier, while nephrite, or jade, ' 
dcnic il-- n.unc Innii lu medii inal ijualiiiei. ^ir Walter 
K.ikigh, «h" fit^i iiii|"irii-il it into Kurope, having given 
gre.U en<oiniuin> rvg-icding iis \iriiie>. So great were the 
su]K-rnatural pomr- ailriKulcil to i.idcs. even in ancient Mex- 
ito. ih.il ihi'Tc is .1 Ic^tnil nlii< h .i->erl> thai Ijuet^alcuatl, a 
m.M .in<ienll.>»Ki^<'' Ki'l >!<»:>> I'm-^. w.i-. begotten by one 
of ihi'M- s,ii nil i.idi"> pl.ii I'll in ihe Imsoin of ihe goddess 
< himalma. 




The Romans carried ihe taste for gems to a high pitch. 
I.ucan's description of the bamiueting hall in which Cleo- 
patra feasted Caesar, seems more like the coinage of a poet's 
brain than sober history; "Columns of porphyry, ivory 
porticos, pavements of onxy, thresholds of tortoise-shell, in 
each spot of which was set an emerald, furniture inlaid with 
yellow jasper, couches studded with gems, met the bewildered 
eye of the laurel-crowned Roman, while his heart was en- 
thralled and his judgement subdued by the beauty of the 
royal hostess, on whose brow glittered the treasured gems of 
a long line of I'haraohs." The oft-told story, however, of 
the same queen having dissolved in vinegar a pearl costing 
a hundred thousand aurios, and drinking it in the presence 
of Antony, is, unfortunately not so authentic, for it is well- 
known at the present day that no acid the human stomaih 
can endure is capable of dissolving a pearl. King suggests 
that the wily Egyptian lady probably swallowed ihe pearl in 
some more agreeable potation than vinegar, feeling sure of 
its ultimate recovery. I'aulina. the wife of Caligula, cov- 
ered her dress with gems of untold worth, and that Kmperor 
built ships entirely of cedar, having sterns inlaid with gems, 
while Incitatus, his horse, wore a collar of pearls and drank 
wine from a bowl of crystal. The ^hoes of Heliogobalus 
were studded with gems, and in the golden house of Nero 
the panels were of mother-of-pearl, enriched with gems. 




Constantine entered Rome in a chariot of gold adorned 
with precious stones, which shot forth rays of light. 

But how insignificant is all this seeming magnificence 
when compared with the barbaric splendor of Hydar Ali, 
Tippo Saib, Tamerlane, Nadir Shah, Aurungzebe, and the 
last ruler of the Mohammedan dynasty, which, for seven 
hundred years, held the reins of power iii India, the wonder- 
ful Shah Jehan. Surely the descriptions of the power and 
glory of this great Mogul seem like the romance of the " Ara- 
bian Nights,"andwhencompared to theevenmoremarvellous 
tale of I.allah Rookh, whose " Vale of Cashmere " was the 
scene of all his splendor, proves that fact is, indeed, stranger 
than fiction. An imperial hall, which was only an accessory to 
the great palace at Uelhi, was constructed of white marble 
worked into the most delicate forms ; its whole surface, pil- 
lars, walls, arches, roof and even pavements were inlaid 
with the richest and most L'Xi|uisite designs in arabesque, 
the fruits and flowers being represented by gems so delicately 
entwined that they looked like embroidery on white satin, 
sii ex<|uiMtely was the mosaic executed in precious stones. 
Thiriy-five specimens of carnelian were employed in a single 
]e:if of carnation, and some flowers contained no less than 
three hundred different stones, such as amethysts, camclians, 
g.-trneis, bl<xid stones, lapis lazuli and colored crystals. The 
w,dls and columns were inlaid with inscriptions from the 




Koran, the whole having the appearance of some rich work 
of the loom. In the centre of this hall stood the wonderful 
Peacock Throne, a cAef-eTauvre, representing $150,000,000 ! 
This wondrous work of art, on either side of which stood 
the ever-present, power-symbolizing umbrella, was ascended 
by steps of silver, at the summit of which rose a massive seat 
of pure gold, with a canopy of the same metal inlaid with 
jewels. The chief feature of the design was a peacock with 
his tail spread, the natural colors being represented by pure 
gems. A vine was introduced into the design, the leaves 
and fruits of which were of precious stones, whose rays were 
reflected from mirrors set in large pearls. Beneath all this 
glory sat the Grand Mogul, the crown on his head being 
worthy of the throne upon which he sat. It had twelve 
points, each surmounted by a diamond of the purest water, 
while the central point terminated in a single pearl of extra- 
ordinary size, the whole including many valuable rubies, 
and having an estimated value of eleven millions of dollars ! 
To this add one thing more, the Kohinoor diamond on hisbrow, 
and you have the Grand Mogul in all his glory as he sal upon 
his Peacock Throne, surrounded by Mohammedan princes, by 
turbaned and jeweled Rajahs, amid splendor which only the 
gorgeous East could furnish. Truly could the " light of the 
harctn,"thc veiled Nourmahal, sing within such enchanting 
walls: "And if there be an Elysiumon earth, itis this, itisthis." 




The student of gems finds much useful information on 
the subject disclosed in many parts of the Bible, The 
breast-plate of the High Priest is the first instance on record 




of the art of engraving on gems. Although it may seem in- 
creililile. ari.h.Tologists hojJi.- this art may yet be discovered, 
anil when we consider that this age has witnessed the resusci- 
tation of the signi.-t-ring of Sennacherib, and that we have in 
New York the necklace of Mcnes, the father of Pharaoh, who 
was the contemi«)rary of Moses, the idea may not seem 




chimerical. We lind from the engraving of that breast-plate, 
thirty centuries ago, the glyptic art steadily advancing and 
keeping pace with her sister art, sculpture, often copying 
some colossal statue and minimizing it to the dimensions of 
a gem, thus preserving an exact representation of somefAc/- 
ifixm're, perhaps long losl to the world. It is afhrmed by 
King that the engravers of the .Alexandrian and Augustine 
ages were rivals of the most famous workers in marble and 
bronze, and that they often contrived to enclose within the 
narrowness of a little agate stone all the complicated details 
of an'evenl in history or a fable in mythology, and make them 
stand forth in beautiful relief as a cameo, or sink as beau- 
tifully into depth as an intaglio, with all that truth of design 
and power of expression which characteriied the excellence 
of the largest works of the most consummate masters. 

To ihcjestheiic mind of the many-sided ("joeihe, engraved 
gems were a never-failing source of enjoyment, and who 
knows of how many poems they were the inspiration ? 

Although there are many gems of exquisite design by 
modern artists, compared with the past the glyptic art may 
virtually be said to have closed its career of ages. 

[n the institution of the Levitical Priesthood we find 
the first engraved precious stones always presented before 
the Great Jehovah. In the Christian Church the High 
Priest of our profession has ascended. Then, if we can 
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never, with our mortal vision, behold this most ancient of 
insignia, may we not hope to behold it in the light of an 
eternal day within the walls of that new Jerusalem, whose 

* * * " Each foundation glittereth fair * 

With heavenly stones, half dimmed with earthly names. 

As if to veil from mortal eyes their flames, 

Lest their unshaded brightness should excel 

All power of tongue to tell, — 

Or lest, with eyes transpierced with pain. 

The holy seer had fallen blind, — 

Whereby, beheld too plain, 

The vision, unrecorded to mankind, 

Had come and passed in vain. 

** And those illustrious stones — the mystic twelve — 
Kach for a tribe of Israel's line, — more fiercely shine 
Than any for which mortals delve 
In any earthly mine ! — 

" For not Ciolconda nor Brazil, 
In cavern dark, or deep dug hill. 
Illumes the slave's dim lighted glance 
With that fair spark which haj)])y chance 

♦ Knuii Thou %tnti I. 
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Unblinds h!s searching eyes to see. 

And, for his finding, sets him free ; — 

Not this sou I -ransoming gem. 

Nor Caesar's glittering diadem 

Hath power to bum, and blaze, 

And charm th' enchanted gaze. 

Like those fair jewels in the rays 

Of that immortal light 

Of which the mortal eye bears not the sight. 

But whose white glory the Archangels praise. 

* • • " Now lend thine car and listen 
While, like the Patmian, I declare 
How those twelve jewels glisten. 
And what the names they bear. 

" The first, a jasper, — which in Ispahan, 
When brought by camel of the caravan. 
Is called'a diamond in the speech of man ; 
The next, a sapphire, — whose celestial blue 
Gives the Tyrrhenian waves their hue ; 
The third, that Chalcedonian stone 
Which men no longer find. 
Yet once on earth was known 
In that old city of the Blind 




Which dust of deserts since has overblown ; 

The fourth, an emerald, — glittering green 

As when, upon an olive's rind, 

A drop of dow is seen ; 

The fifth, a sard, — that stone of flesh 

That ever bleeds afresh, 

And stands for Calvary's blood-red sign ; 

The sixth, a ruby, — set to shine. 

Like th' ensanguined wine 

That filled the Holy Crail ; 

The seventh, a chrysolite, — 

So golden bright 

It makes Aurora dim and pale ; 

The eighth, a beryl, — sparkling white. 

Like moonlit frost, 

As seen by hunters who, at night. 

Mount Ciaucasus have crossed ; 

The ninth, a to|>ai!, — ha/el-cyed 

Like l.dilh. A<lams earlier bride 

Whom fir-,! he loved and U.sl. 

Kre Kve wa^ nmuliled from hi^ side ; 

The tenth, a clirys..].ra,c,— 

l-lashinj;. with yelluw ray*. 

L-].. down, a il-,..u>:ind ways. 

Thruugh all that region wide: 




Th" eleventh, a jacinth, — fairer than if dyed 

By sun and wind 

With colors of that blossom, lush and pied, 

With which its name is twinned ; 

The last, an amethyst, — whose font of fire 

Casts forth a purple jet 

More orient than the east, — 

As if the day should rise but not to set. 

And the red dawn, with all its gay adorning. 

Should linger on in one immortal morning ! 

" Oh, fair that cily is to see 
That lurelh thee and me ! 

" And each of all the twelve great portals 
Is one great pearl, — 
Gold-handed, like a ring of fair device ; 
With adamantine hinges — cver-during ; 
Each pearl, with lustre so alluring 
That though beyond the gaze of mortals, — 
Above the earth's wide whirl, — 
It sweetly doth entice 

The souls of men to wish them in that paradise : 
Each pearl of greater price 
Than in ihe parable is told 
Of him who all his treasures sold. 




His silver and his gold. 

And went and bought with these 

That jewel of the seas, — 

That gem, all-precious, pure, and rare. 

With which none others could compare- 

Except the pearls those portals hold, 

Ten thousand times more fair ! 



" And at each portal an Archangel wails 
To keep wide open, those eternal gates ; 
For he who saw was bid to say, 

' The gates shall not be shut by day, 
And there is no night there." " 




THE LAST RIDE. 



lUR turn at last. Now, Roland, go ! 

A triumph waits for us, you know. 

The clown looks on, with hard grimace 
Upon his leering, painted face ; 
The tyrant of the ring walks round 
And cracks his whip with pistol sound ; 
The crowd applauds — now faster yet, 
With galop and with pirouette ! 
Our blood is up, we know no fear, 
A whirlwind in our mad career ! 
My horse and I, away wc go ! — 
What pain is this that chills me so > 

A pain that always comes to me 
With bitter envy when I see 
A maiden fair, with shining hair, 
Like yonder girl that nestles there. 
And looks up to her lover's face 
With wistful eyes and tender grace. 
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Alas ! for me no eyes are fond, 
I hold no heart in silken bond, 
I have no part with love or tears, 
No mother-cares, no tender fears ; 
I have no joy this trade above, 
I am a thing no man will love, 
A circus-rider bold and free — 
Unsexed ! unloved ! unwomanly ! 

Ho ! bring the flags, balloons and rings \ 
I'll cut a dash for all the stings 
That lash me when I see the sight 
Of lovers* eyes with love alight I 
Von maiden's innocent young heart 
Some day with bitter wounds shall smart ; 
She yet shall know that lovers* vows 
The cause of shame and death espouse : 
Or, if she live to be a wife. 
That love grown cold is death in life. 
Away ! My gallant slced. Away ! 
What care wc for su< h trivial play ? 
IJlow, trumpets, with your brazen throats! 
( )ne skv o'er all the wide world floats ! 

One sky ? My world is in this tent. 
Mv skv is ( anvas, somewhat rent 
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And soiled with handling — so am I. 
What know I of the clear blue sky ? 
How would these gaping idiots stare 
To see me make a dash for air. 
And ride straight out of yonder door 
All heedless of what lies before ? 
Out in the moon's clear silver light. 
Away from all the senseless din. 
The garish lights, the painted sin. 
The crashing thunder of the band, 
Iniu the peace of some new land ? 

There is no such ! and nothing new 
Will tome for aught that I can do. 
New, unknown lands are for the dead. 
And in this tent I win my bread ; 
And bread is life, and life is long, 
And must be lived by weak and strong. 



Look, lovers' eyes, for what yt 
Into each other's love-lit eyes 
Be merry if you can, I know 
What fools you are, but even s 
I envy you the happy lol 
(K being fooled — as I am not. 
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But if my chance in life had been 

To be a maiden fair, within 

A home made beautiful and bright 

With peace and plenty, then I might, 

Perhaps, have known what love can do, 

To sanctify the favored few ; 

My heart might then have known the bliss, 

Of leaning to a lover's kiss ; 

Of looking up with maiden grace. 

Into a lover's strong, bright face ; 

Of finding hope and joy and rest 

Upon a tender, manly breast. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Now for the hurdles. Roland, see. 
They've laid out work for you and me ! 
You are the lover that I prize ! 
Fire flashes from your splendid eyes ! 
Once, twice around, once more, and then — 
Well done, sir ; bravo ! once again ! 
With you I'd ride at fate outright. 
And jump the gates of Death at sight ! 

(iood horse, well sprung, now dash away I 
I do not care, in this wild play. 
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For all that my hard life has cost. 

For all the things that I have lost. 

For aught that grim mischance can bring. 

For life, or love, or anything ! 

Away, away ! my gallant steed, 

With clattering hoof and lightning speed ; 

And show to staring dunce and dolt 

How flies a living thunderbolt ! 



So weak and faint ! What hurts me so ? 
What was that whispering sad and tow ? 
What ghostly faces did I see ? 
What far off music came to me, 
Like wailing dirges for the dead ? 
What mountains rest upon my head ? 
What river rushes dark and drear ? 
What dashing waves are those I hear ? 
Dreams ! — But I am not dreaming now. 
Helpless and weak and crushed — but how ? 

A thousand eyes were on me there, 

A thousand voices fdled the air, 

And shouts thai stirred the flags unfuried. 

And then a crash that shook the world ; 
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That thrust me down from life anil light 
Into a dim and dreadful night 
Of phaniom shapes and sounds of fear — 
Ah, yes, I know, I'm dying here ! 

Dying ? And Roland, too, is dead ? 
I would have gladly died instead. 
My splendid horse 1 And there was none 
For me to love but him — not one. 
Dying! And Roland dead ! Then I 
Have nothing left to do but die. 

Only a girl's face, fond and fair, 
Itul yet it drove mc to despair 
And made me reckless, mad and wild. 
lint it was not her fault, poor child. 
Wiiy, that is she ! Kneel by me here 
And pray to God for me, my dear. 
I had no lover, child or friend. 
But rode my best unto the end, 
For that was all 1 had to d<K 
Life came wiih sweeter gifts to you. 
I'ray for me !— It is rold and dark- 
fan that be Roland neighing ?— Hark ! 
Ve^'. 1 am coming koland. see. 
They're wailing there (or ytui and me. 
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LOVE I dost ask of yonder star, 

What future fate is thine and mii 
Nay ; not for thee his tidings are, 
And not for thee his radiant sign. 
Ah I let the wandering light go hy, 

And gem some other shore or sea : 
For while thy gaze Is turned on high. 

The stars I love are lost to me. 
The time is ours, with all its flowers. 
Thy hand in mine, wilt leave it so ? 
The hour is blest, and all the rest, 
'Tis better, darling, not to know. 

//. 

Oh, love, thy pensive quest forbear, 
Oh let yon wandering light go by. 

If stars could tell thee thou art fair 
And fondly worshipped, so can I ! 
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If storms could tell thee, stonns may sweep 

Across our way, my love, my own. 
And those sweet eyes may close to weep, 

No star shall see thee weep alone ! 
The time is ours, with alt its flowers. 

Thy hand in mine, dost leave it so ? 
The hour is blest, and all the rest, 

"Tis belter, darling, not to know. 
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BELIEVE if I were dead, 
And you should kiss my eyelids where I lie 
Cold, dead and dumb to all the world contains, 
The folded orbs would open at thy breath, 
And, from its exile in ihe Isles of Death, 
Life would come gladly back along my veins. 

1 believe if I were dead. 

And you upon my lifeless heart should tread — 

Not knowing what the poor clod ch.mced to l)e — 

It would find sudden pulse beneath the touch 

Of him it ever loved in life so much, 

And throb again, warm, tender, true to thee. 

1 believe if in my grave. 
Hidden in woody depths by all the waves. 
Your eyes should drop some warm tears of regret, 
From every salty seed of your dear grief 
Some fair, sweet blossom would leap into leaf, 
To prove death could not make my love forget. 
* Anonymoui. 
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I believe if I should fade 
Into the mystic realms where light is made, 
And you should long once more my face to see, 
I would come forth upon the hills of night, 
And gather stars like faggots, till thy sight, 
Led by the beacon blaze, fell full on me. 

I believe my love for thee 

(Strong as my life) so nobly placed to be, 

It could as soon expect to see the sun 

Fall like a dead king from his heights sublime. 

His glory stricken from the throne of Time, 

As thee un worth the worship thou hast won. 

1 believe love, pure and true, 
Is to the soul a sweet, immortal dew, 
That gems life's petals in the hour of dusk. 
The waiting angels see and recognize 
The rich crown-jewel — love — of Paradise, 
When life falls from us like a withered husk. 



If 
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UARV KVtE I 



IN the most precise of country villages, in the prim- 
mist mansion ever built, dwelt the most precise 
maiden ever born, Miss Preciosa Lockwood. Even 
in that serious town where laughter was reckoned one of the 
smaller sins, and the family in whose dwelling lights were 
seen burning after ten o'clock was considered dissipated, 
there was a current joke regarding Lockwood Cottage, which 
giddy girls had dubbed "The Nunnery," and some even 
went so far as to call Miss Preciosa the " Lady Superior." 
Certainly convent walls never closed themselves more 
grimly against mankind, gentle and simple, old and young. 
What in many an excellent spinster has been an affectation, 
was genuine with Miss Preciosa. 

Long ago a pretty little cousin, who had been her con- 
fidante and companion, had become acquainted with a 
rascal with a handsome face and a serpent's soul, and had 
eloped with him. They heard of her wearing velvet and 
diamonds, but no wedding-ring, and driving about New 
Orleans in a handsome carriage, wondered at and admired for 
her beauty and shunned for her sin. But at last, after a 
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long silence about her doings, a faded thing in rags came 
creeping at night to Miss Preciosa's cottage, begging for 
(iod's sake that she would let her in to die. Miss Preciosa 
did the reverse of what most women do. She gave a sister's 
hand to the jjoor victim — nursed her until she died, and 
buried her decently, and thenceforth shut her spinster home 
to man. She was barely twenty-seven, and far from plain, 
but she argued thus : Something in a stove-pipe hat and 
boots has wrought this ill — all who wear those habiliments 
must be tabooed. 

She kept her resolution. From the poor-house she 
selected a small servant-maid, not yet old enough to think 
of "followers." As cook she kept a hideous old female, too 
far advanced in years to remember them. 'I'he milk was 
brought by a (lerman woman. The butcher's wife, by 
request, brought in the joints, Kven a woman cut the grass 
in the garden when it was too lon^;, and if man approached 
the j;aies ancient Deborah, the cook, was sent forth to par- 
ley with and obstruct his approach. 

Having thus made things safe. Miss Preciosa went to 
New-Vork and brought home a dead sisters daughter, who 
had hitherto been immured in a boarding-school, and the 
arrangements were complete. 

.Miss t.ockwood took her niece to church, also to weekly 
meetings. They spent afternoons out, with widow ladies 
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with no grown-up sons, or with spinsters who resided in soli- 
tary state. 

The elder lady kept an Argus eye upon her blooming 
niece, and bold indeed would have been the man who dared 
address her. 

For her part, Miss Bella Bloom was an arch-hypocrite. 
She had learned that at boarding-school, where ingenuity is 
exhausted in deceiving the authorities, and doing always 
exactly what is most forbidden. Bella Bloom came to Lock- 
wood Cottage perfectly competent to hoodwink her aunt 

She did it. Preciosa blessed her stars that her niece 
was well principled. She hated men. She wondered how 
any young lady could walk and talk and be sociable with 
and marry them. And when she thought that she lived in a 
home where they could not intrude, how thankful she was 
Aunt Preciosa could never guess. 

And all the while Bella was chafing inwardly at her 
restraint, envying girls who had pleasant little flirtations at 
will, and keeping up a private correspondence with a certain 
"Dear George," who sent his letters under cover to the 
butcher's wife, who brought them in with the beef and mut- 
ton, and said, "Bless ye, natur will be natur for alt old 
maids ; and I was a gal myself onst afore Cleaver courted me." 

Dear George was desperate. He could not live without 
seeing his Bella. He wrote bitter things about spinster 
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aunts. He alluded feelingly to those rendezvous in the 
back garden of the seminary, with Miss Clover standing 
sentry at the gate on the look-out for a governess and enemy. 
The first opportunity he was coming to Plainacres, and in- 
tended to see his Bella or die. Was he not twenty-three 
and she seventeen ? Were they to waste their lives at a 
spinster's bidding ? No. 

Miss Preciosa, with her Argus-eyed watchfulness, sat 
calmly hour by hour two inches from the locked drawer of a 
cabinet which contained the gentleman's letters, and dined 
from meats which had been the means of conveying them 
across the threshold, inculcating her principles into the minds 
of her niece and handmaiden, the latter of whom grinned be- 
hind her lady's chair without reserve. Charity Pratt, having 
grown to be sixteen, also had her secret. It was the apothe- 
cary's boy, who, in his own peculiar fashion, had expressed 
admiration at church by staring. 

A few days after. Dr. (ireen, the batchelor minister, 
called at the cottage. Deborah went out to huff and snap, 
and was subdued bv the bii; eves. She came in. 

" Miss," said she, "the derj^yman is out there." 

** Where?" gasj)cci Prcciosa. 

"In the garding. Miss, wantin* you." 

**MeI Vou said, of <<>ursc. I was out?" 

** No, Miss. Kverybody receives their pastor." 
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So the pastor was ushered in. He conversed of church 
affairs. Miss Preciosa answered by polite monosyllables. 
Bella smiled and stitched. Deborah sat on a ball chair, on 
guard. Finally the best specimen of that bad creature, man, 
was got out of the house safely, and the ladies looked at each 
other as those might who had been closeted with a polar 
bear and escaped unharmed. 

"He's gone, auniy," said the hypocrite. 

" Thank goodness ! " said sincere Preciosa. " I thought 
I should have fainted. jV^'^rlet it happen again, Deborah. 
Remember I'm always engaged." 

" But he seems a nice, well-spoken, good-behaved kind 
of a gentleman," said Deborah. "And^ clergyman." 

"So he does," said Preciosa. "But appearances arc 
deceitful. ! once knew a clergyman — " 

"Yes, Miss." 

"A Doctor of Divinity, Bella — ' 

"Yes, Aunt." 

"Ah! who— who— " 

" Well ? ■• 

"Who kissfil a young lady of his congregation in her 
father's garden." 

"Oh, Aunt:" 

" He afterward married her. But I never could visit 
her or like him." 




72 Miss Preciosa's Principles, 



" Bless you no," said Deborah. " Now the best thing 
you can do is to have a cup of strong green tea and some- 
thing nourishing to keep your sperits up. Cleaver's wife has 
just fetched oysters in." (Private signal to Bella.) 

" Has she ? Oh, I so lave oysters ! " cried Bella, and 
ran to get dear George's last. 

It was a brief one, and in it George vowed to appear at 
the cottage when they least expected him and demand his 
betrothed. 

That evening, at dusk, Miss Preciosa walked in the 
garden alone. She was thinking of a pair of romantic big 
eyes, of a soft voice and a softer hand which she had been 
surprised into allowing to shake hers. 

" It*s a pity men are so wicked ! " said she, and sighed. 
Although she was near thirty she looked very pretty as she 
walked in the moonlight, forgetting to put on prim airs and 
graces and to stiffen herself. Her figure was much like her 
niece Bella's, so much so that some one on the other side 
of the convent-like wall, with eyes upon a level with 
its upper stones, fancied it was that young lady. Under 
this belief he clambered up, stood at the top, and 
whispered. 

" My dearest look up» your best beloved is here ; be- 
hold your George ! " 

And Preciosa, lifting her eyes, beheld a man on her wall. 
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flung her hands in the air, and uttered a shriek like that 
of an enraged peacock. 

The gentleman discovered his mistake, endeavored to 
retreat, stumbled and fell headlong among flower-pots and 
boxes, and lay their quite tnoiionless. 

The shriek and the clatter aroused the house. Deborah, 
Bella, and Charily Pratt rushed to the scene, and found a 
gentleman in a sad plight, bloody and senseless, and Miss 
Preciosa half dead with terror. 

Bella, recognizing dear George, fainted in good earnest. 
Preciosa, encouraged by numbers, addressed the prostrate 
youth. 

"Get up, young man, and go; your wickedness has 
been perhaps sufficiently punished. Please go." 

" He can't ; he's dead," said Deborah. 

" Oh, what a sudden judgment ! You're sure he's dead .'" 

"Yes, Miss." 

" Then take him into the house and call the doctor." 

They laid him on the bed and medical aid came ; the 
poor fellow bad broken a leg. 

"He'd get well. Oh yes, but he couldn't be moved." 

Miss Preciosa could not murder a fellow-creature, and 
she acquiesced. 

" He can't run off with the spoons until his leg is bet- 
ter," said Deborah. 
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" He isn't able to elope with any one,*' said Miss Pre- 
ciosa ; " and we should be gentle with the erring. Who shall 
we find to nurse him ?." 

" Old Todds is competent, Miss," said Deborah. 

" Yes. Do send for that old person," said the lady. 

And old Todds came. He of course dwelt in the 
house. The doctor came every day. The apothecary's boy 
invaded the hall with medicines ; and finally, when the 
young man came to his senses, he desired earnestly to see 
his friend, Dr. (ireen. 

" Our clergyman his friend," said Preciosa. " He must 

have been misled then ; surely his general conduct must be 

proper. Perhaps this is the first time he ever looked over a 

wall to make love to a lady. By all means send for Dr. 

»reen. 

Thus the nunnery was a nunnery no more. Two men 
under the roof. Three visiting it daily ! What was the 
world coming to ? Miss Preciosa dared not think. Bella 
was locked in her own room in the most decorous manner, 
while her aunt was in the house, but when she was absent 
Deborah and Charity symj>athized and abetted, and she 
read and talked deliriously to dear (ieorge, lying on his 
ba< k with his handsome face so pale and his spirits so low, 
poor fellow I 

Tr()ul)lcs always rome together. That evening Miss 
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Freciosa received infonnation that legal affairs connected 
with her property, which was considerable, demanded her 
presence in New-York, and left the establishment, which 
never before so much needed its Lady Superior. She 
returned after three days toward evening, no one expecting 
her. " I shall give them a pleasant surprise," she thonght, 
and slipped in the kitchen-way. There a candle burned, 
and on one chair sal two people — Charity Pratt and the 
druggist's boy. He had his arm around her waist. 

Miss Preciosa grasped the door-frame and shook from 
head to foot. " 111 go to Deborah," she said. " She can 
speak to that misguided girl better than 1." She faltered for- 
ward. Deborah was in the back area scouring lea-knives. 
Beside her stood old Todds, the nurse. They were talking. 

"Since my old woman died," said Todds, I hain't seen 
nobody scour tike you — and the pies you does make." 

"They ain't belter than other folks," said Deborah, 
grimly coquettish. 

"They air" said Todds; and, to Miss Preciosa "s 
horror, he followed up the compliment by asking for a 
kiss. 

Miss Preciosa struggled with hysterics and fled parlor- 
ward. Alas : ,T murmur of sweet voices. She i>eeped in. 
Through the window swept the fragr.ince of honey-suckle. 
Moonlight mingled with that of the shaded lamp. Bella 
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leaned over an easy-chair in which reclined George Love- 
boy. This time Preciosa was petrified. 

" Dearest Bella," said George. 

" My own," said Bella. 

** How happy we are ? " 

" Oh, so happy I " 

" And when shall we he together again ? You know I 
must go. Your aunt won't have me here, Bella. I must 
tell her. Why are you afraid of her ?" 

She's so i)rim and good, dear soul," said Bella. 

Ah I you don't love me as 1 do you." 

George?" 

You don't. Would I let an aunt stand between us?" 

"Oh, (leorge, you know I've told you that nothing 
could change me. Why, if you had staid lame, and had had 
to walk on crutches all your life, it would have made no 
difference, though I fell in love with you for your walk. 
I don't denv it." 

** And 1," said (ieorge, " wouhl have almost been con- 
tent had fate willed that I should ije a cripple to have been 
so cherished, to have reposed on so faithful a bosom." 

" Oh, oh, oh I " from the doorway checked the speech 
Those last words had well-nigh killed Miss Preciosa Lock- 
wood. Hysterics supervened, and in their midst a gentle- 
man was announced. The Rev. Peter Green. 



<4 
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"Show him in," said Preciosa. "I need counsel. 
Perhaps he may give it." And for the first time in her life 
she hailed the entrance of " a man." 

Mr. Loveboy left the room as stealthily and speedily as 
possible. Miss Bella followed him. Chanty was in the pan- 
try hiding her head, and Deborah returned to the cellar. 

Alone the Lady Superior received the Rev. Peter Green. 
She faltered and blushed. 

" You are, I presume, already aware of the fact that 1 
am much disturbed in mind," she said. 

"Yes, Madam. Thai is perceptible." 

" You are my spiritual adviser, sir. To you, though a 
man, I turn for advice," and she shed a tear or two. " My 
own household has turned against me." And she told him 
all. 

The Rev. Peter made big eyes at her, and broke the 
truth gently. 

" My dear madam, you do not know that old Jonathan 
Todds and your faithful Deborah intend to unite their for- 
tunes in the bands of holy wedlock next Sabbath ? " 

" Know it ? Oh the old, old sinners I Are they in 
their dotage ? " 

" Or that Charity Pratt, who seems a likely sort of 
girl, has promised to give her hand to Zeddock Saltz on 
Thursday ? " 
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" Oh, Doctor Green ! What do I hear ? " 

** The truth, Madam. Can you hear more ? " 

** I hope so." 

*' Then it is time that you should be informed that Miss 
Bella Bloom and Mr. George Loveboy have been engaged a 
year. They have corresponded regular. It was to see her he 
climbed the garden wall and met with his accident. Don't 
give way, Madam — don't." 

" You're very kind," said Miss Preciosa ; **but it is 
awful I What would you advise ? " 

*' I should say, allow Todds and Deborah to marry 
next Sunday." 
\ es. sir. 

** And Charity and Zeddock on the day they have fixed. 
And I should say, sanction the betrothal of your niece and 
Mr. Loveboy, and allow me to unite them at some appointed 
day before the altar." 

** My own niece ! " said Miss Preciosa. "Oh, my own 
niece ! 

** Do you so seriously object to weddings?" asked the 
pastor. 

** N — no," said Preciosa. ** It's this awful courting I 
dislike." 

** I agree with you." said the pastor. I have resolved, 
when 1 marry, to come to the point at once. Miss Preciosa, 
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the Parsonage needs a mistress. I know of no lady I 
admire and esteem as I do you. Will you make me liappy ? 
will you be my wife ? " 

Freciosa said nothing. Her cheeks bumed ; her lids 
drooped. He came a little closer. He made bigger eyes at 
her than ever. At last his lips approached and touched her 
cheek, and still she said nothing. 

In such a case, " Speech is silver, but silence is of gold." 
Deborah was married on Sunday, her sixtieth birthday. 
Chanty on Tuesday. Bella gave her hand to George Love- 
boy in a month, and on the same day a brother clergyman 
united Preciosa and the Rev. Peter Green. And the nun- 
nery was broken up forever. 
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RKAD BY MISS KMILIK W. GROKSBECK. 




|\CE the Lord felt so uncomfortable, cos folks was 
had. that he was sorry he ever made anybody, or 
any world or anything. Noah wasn't bad — the 
Lord liked him first-ratc, so he told Noah to build a big ark 
and then the Lord would make it rain so everybody would 
be drownded but Noah an' his little boys an' girls, an* doggies, 
an* pussies, an' mama-cows, an* little-girl-cows, an' bosses, 
an* everything — they'd go in the ark an* wouldn't get wetted 
a bit when it rained. An' Noah took lots of things to eat in 
the ark — cookies, an' milk, an* oatmeal, an* strawberries, an' 
porgies, an* — oh, yes, — an* plum-puddin*s an' pumpkin-pies. 
\\\\\ Noah didn't want everybody to get drownded, so he talked 
to folks an* said, "It's goin' to rain aiv/ui pretty soon; 
you'd better be good, an' then the Lord'll let you come into 
my ark." An* they jus' said, **()h, if it rains we'll go in the 
house until it stops ; " an* other folks said, ** We aint afraid 
of rain, we've got an umbrella." An* some more said they 
wasn*t goin' to be afraid of just a rain. Hut it <//</rain though 
an' folks went in their houses, an* the water came in, an* they 

• From UrUns Kahies. 
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went upstairs, an' the water came up there, an' they got on 
the tops of the houses, an' up in big trees, an" up in moun- 
tains, an' the water went after "em everywhere, an' drownded 
everybody, only just except Noah and ihe people in the ark. 
An' it rained forty days an' nights, an' then it stopped, 
an' Noah got out of the ark an' he an' his little boys an' girls 
went wherever tliey wanted to, an' everything in the world 
was all theirs ; there wasn't anybody to tell "em to ^n home, 
nor no kindergarten schools to go to, nor no bad boys to 
fight em", nor nothin'. 
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MCW-rEAIt BREETIMe. 



\V. morning broke bright as an angd's pinion, 
riio wintLT diamonds sparkled on the boii);hs, 
Wc, who had fearcii tht siorm-king's dark dotnin- 
Smikd at our dread, and lifted heavenward, brows [ion, 
Strcne as starlight, hopeful on that morning 
For all events that to our lot should eome 
Whi-n the new year that thus so bright was dawning 
Should be with us for twelve long months at home. 

We hoped, nor hoped amiss, that eighteen-eighty 

Would far outstrip the joys of seventy-nine ; 
And did we not ren.h this eimelusion weighty, 

'['hat we would patient be, nor onre repine ? 
Thuugh storms shuuld < ume, we'll l(H)k for stmny weather 

When from >iur paths the mists should roll away. 
And trust th' unfailing love of that All-Kather 

Whii sees in shadow more than we by day. 
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Then as we gave to those frost-jewels fleeting 

Our admiration, and our welcome too. 
So let me give to these Esthetics greeting. 

Who blaze with genius, beam in friendship true. 
Here, where we read a truth that needs no proving. 

We've sought to learn of Nature's works and ways, 
Our knowledge leading to a deeper loving 

Of Him whose thought expression finds in these 

Strange forms of rock from distant vale and mountain. 

Symmetric crystals from the quarry's heart : 
A chalice each, with draughts from wisdom's fountain. 

We quaff with eagerness ; for they impart 
The life-elixir that the spirit needcth. 

The panacea for many an earthly woe. 
The knowledge that, once gained, the spirit specdelh 

Still more and more of God's great works to know. 

Surely the new year opens with a gladness 

The spiritually wise alone ran know. 
When, as a balm for all the old year's sadness 

We upward look, and see the morning glow 
Which faith affords, as we, His works beholding, 

God's wondrous power and equal goodness see. 
Which tell, while His grand purpose is unfolding. 

How firm in His great love our trust may be. 




84 Ntiv - Year Greeting. 



Then blessings on the kind and wise provider 

Of feasts so welcome for both heart and mind, 
Who bids us sit in wondering trust beside her, 

And listening here, a pure enjoyment find. 
** A thousandth part we know not of the wonders,** * 

The Infinite alone can know them all ! 
Hut louder than the cataract's echoing thunders. 

We hear, through her, the wonder-worker's call ; 

And we will study through the coming seasons, 

Of rock and shell, of gem and fern and flo)ver. 
With hope that as we question Nature's reasons, 

1 1 or why and wherefore shall be beauty's dower. 
To make us fair in spirit, e'er reflecting 

The mind of Him who mirrored love divine, 
Till the great glory which we were expecting 

In Life's grand new-year round our path shall shine. 

Then will those object-lessons still be given 

To students who are veiled in flesh no more. 
While music sounds amid the bliss of heaven. 
Whose echoes sweet oft reach this earthly shore ; 

♦ Referring to an instripiion over onrof the mineral-cabinets. 
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And there, we trust, this band will yet assemble. 
Teacher and taught, within that city's wall 

Whose flashing gems she told us but resemble 
The glorious attributes of Him wc call 

Both God and Father, in His Son revealing 

The Sovereign and the Sire ! till we obey ; 
His love our summons, till we, reverent kneeling, 

Gladly resign ourselves to His dear sway. 
Then shall we hail Eternity's glad morning, 

The new-year that shall break beyond the tomb. 
The untold, unknown gladness of that dawning 

That knows no more bereavement's night of glooi 

Then shall we range the universe of glory. 

Turn the great pages of creation o'er, 
Soar mid the stars and list their wondrous stoT>', 

The Elder Scriptures not unread before : 
And ever as we rise new wisdom gaining, 

The gospel-spirit we shall make our own. 
The loftiest truth behold, — our crown attaining — 

Love amid law — the Lamb amidst the throne. 




TO A LIZARD IN AMBER.* 



W. A. CROFFUT. 




BRIGHT-EYED swimmer from the unknown seas. 
Thou little cousin of the Ichthyosaurus — 
What mocking sylph, beneath the cypress trees, 
Discarding flies and fleas and bugs and bees. 
Embalmed thee for us ? 

Dwelt thou with man primeval in his lair 
On hills Carpathian or desert Lybian ? 
Or didst thou with the gods Olympus share, 
'Mid such high state living unnoticed there, 
Thou small amphibian ? 

Say I Didst thou rest on Agamemnon's grave, 

When Troy's renowned unpleasantness was over 
Or did glad Nci)tune fling thee from his cave 
When sweet Calypso kissed beside the wave 
Her S|)artan lo\er ? 

♦In ihc cabinet t»f Mis Krniinnic A. Smith. 
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How dilTerent from the death thou livest here 

Amid the gay and social, wise and witty, 
With dulcet music melting on the ear, 
And Poesy's sweet voice discoursing clear, 
In Jersey City I 



Thy lucent coffin hath a splendid nook : 

Above, with saucer eyes and claws retractile. 
An owl sits gazing with an anxious look ; 
Around are gems ; beneath, that limestone spook, 
The pterodactyl. 

Who pinioned thy grotesijue and uncouth frame 
Within the sunshine of this golden chamber? 
If this the fountain whence the nectar came? 
Or is it star-born — this undying (lame 
Which men call amber ? 



Or is this jewel formed of sweet tears, shed 
By fair Heliades — Apollo's daughters — 
When their rash brother down the welkin sped. 
Lashing his father's sun-team, and fell dead 
In Euxine waters ? 
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To a Lizard in Amber, 



Splay-footed sprawler from the unknown seas — 

O, tawny cousin of the Ichthyosaurus — 
What sportive sister of Hesperides, 
In the ambrosia of celestial trees 
Embalmed thee for us ? 
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REST tND LEISURE. 



BHAT rests you the most ? I asked a literary friend 
one day. "First, getting out of doors; second, 
seeing and talking with people ; third, going to the 
theatre or opera." " What do you find the most restful ? " 
was asked of another literary friend, a woman who spends 
her days in hard, delving, literary wprk, which ret)uires a 
vast amount of reading and searching for authorities. "Oh ! 
going out and seeing people," was the ready answer, 
" nothing rests me like that. My friends often say to me, when 
I am very tired after a hard day's work, ' Why do you not 
stay at home and rest, instead of dressing and fatiguing your- 
self by going to a reception ? ' But I assure them that stay- 
ing at home and sitting still, after sitting still at work all day, 
is not ' rest ' to me ; on the contrary, if I am obliged to do 
that, or continue my work through the evening, as not un- 
frequently happens, I am depressed and unfit for work the 
next day ; while, if I conquer my unwillingness to move, go 
• Jennie Ju«. 
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out into freshness and activity, meet pleasant people, ex- 
change ideas or get the benefit of theirs, I come home 
strengthened, brightened, and ready to take up my work 
again with accustomed energy.** 

This is the testimony of nine out of every ten of those 
I>crsons, men or women, who perform literary labor for daily 
bread, or pursue it as a regular occupation. Of course 
circumstances alter cases, and much depends on the possi- 
bility of meeting the right kind of people in the right way, 
and without the sacrifice of too much time, health and 
strength. If very full or very elaborate evening-dress was 
re<iuired, the trouble would more than counterbalance the 
good to be derived by a worker. If the gathering was a 
mere jam of emi)ty-headed persons, assembled to stare at 
each other*s clothes and eat a gorgeous but unhealthful sup- 
per, then it is easy to be seen that the result must be detri- 
mental rather than otherwise, and certainly not restful to 
mind or body. Hut the question is simply the abstract one, 
of what rest is to different people and under different cir- 
cumstances — not one of ethics at all. 

Mr. Bancroft, the historian, found the greatest rest and 
pleasure of his life in music, especially in the Italian opera, 
upon which he was a regular attendant for many years. Rain 
or shine, he always occujiied his seat, and from the moment 
the curtain rose, seemed to divest his mind of everything 
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else, and to give his undivided attention to the harmony of 
sweet sounds. 

A gentleman engaged upon a very abstruse literary work, 
rennarked recently that he went every night, sometimes for 
weeks together, during its progress, lo a minstrel entertain- 
ment, simply to laugh and get rid of thinking. The literary 
receptions which were initiated by Miss Alice Cary, twenty- 
five or thirty years ago, and which were the beginning of the 
delightful social life of literary people in New-York, and 
more or less all over the country, were doubtless theiout- 
growth of a necessity for that restful companionship and in- 
terchange of ideas, which persons who lead secluded, intel- 
lectual lives seem, above all others, to need. Women, 
particularly single women, are, and were much more at that 
time, shut out from all possibility of association with other 
lives. The darkness, the very time when social life begins, 
shut them in as with an Impenetrable wall ; they could not 
leave home without an escort ; they could not have an escort 
without subjecting them selves and him to unpleasant remarks 
and suspicions ; they could not attend theatre, opera, or con- 
cert, except by invitation of a gentleman, and yet if they 
ventured lo accept such an invitation, the consequences 
were not always pleasant, so that for many reasons such 
chances could not be relied upon to afford any regular alter- 
native to the monotony of daily life. Receiving friends in- 
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formally, without preparation, without restriction, did not 
take the Gary sisters away from their home ; but it brought 
new interest, new life, new thought, and fresh activity into 
their home ; while from the sweetness and integrity of their 
lives went out an influence which has been known and felt 
all over the land, and has done even more to rid the social 
atmosphere of false ideas than their work has accomplished 
for literature. Perhaps it would have been better, and more 
restful, in the sense of reviving and restoring, for them to 
have gone out of their home, and out of themselves more, 
instead of bringing the outer world into their own lives ; 
but they did the only thing they could do, and they did it so 
well that it made a new departure in social life, and created 
any number of half-way houses, where weary pilgrims of 
both sexes have found and arc finding the kind of rest they 
need. 

Ministers, pastors of churches, are at a great disadvan- 
tage in fmding rest, that is, change from the serious and 
wearisome monotone of existence. Nature abhors mono- 
tony as much as it docs a vacuum, and always contrives to 
show displeasure, and take revenge on those who walk too 
long in the same beaten track. The deterioration of char- 
acter in minister's children, especially observable, which has 
passed into a proverb, is accounted for on this principle — 
it is the revolt of the human in the parents, and particularly 
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in the father, against the system of repression ; the public 
opinion which forbids the most innocent and necessarv 
TCCTeations, which insists that ministers, as a class, are not, 
and shall not be as other men, and that rest, thai is, associa- 
tion and interchange, or activities outside of a fixed routine, 
are not either necessary or even pennitted. This code has 
been greatly modified during the past few years, and the 
general morality, the character of ministers and their fami- 
lies will be benefitted by it. When ministers are permitted 
to be more human, they and theirs will be more divine. No 
man or woman ought to be restricted to gravity, lo the use 
of only one set of the muscles of his face, and those the ones 
that exercise a detrimental inHuence upon his nerves ; 
thought in one direction, if intense enough, and protracted 
long enough, creates insanity. 

Farmers know that soil planted year after year with the 
same kind of seed, refuses, after a while, to produce a crop ; 
it must have a change, that change is rest, although it is 
planted and yields as much as ever of something else, some 
different kind of crop. It is always the old story of the 
goose thai laid the golden ei;g, — and there is wisdom in all 
those old stories ; — but the truth is, we will kill the goose to 
get the egg to-day just as fast, and just as foolishly, as the 
worthies we considered so absurd centuries ago. Women, 
probably more than men, cling to the idea that rest means 




94 -^^^f ^^ Insure, 



quietude, keeping still, and nothing more ; and this idea they 
carry out, sometimes to their own detriment. A woman who 
lives indoors, needs for a change to get out-of-doors ; this is 
the great want in the lives of ninety-nine women out of 
every hundred. In cities there are attractions, — they can 
make errands, " excuses " for getting into the street ; in the 
country there is no such motive, and after a time indoor 
work drags so that the responsible housekeeper cannot spare 
a moment, except for an interval upon the lounge, or a small 
tussle with the stocking-basket. If her leisure was spent 
(Hit-of-doors, or in congenial society — in a ladies' reading or 
debating < lub, or even in making a call, she would find her- 
self equal to conduct her routine work, to take up the inter- 
minable round of small duties, of which none, except those 
who have to perform them, can ever understand the 
drudgery, the wear and tear upon the mind. 

A great many women so re^ent this failure on the part 
of those at)out to realize the necessities of their ]>osition, that 
they will not take advantage of the opportunities they might 
make for ihemseKes. They assert that they ** have no 
time " for impr(»\eineni, for neighborly converse, for walk- 
in^ or for riding, for anything but going through the round 
ot |K'tiy duties. whi( h, jierformed without any break upon 
their drearmcsN, in time j»nMlucc a spec ies of melancholia or 
insanitv. \ tletermined etfort. on the contrarv ; a dose of 
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out-of-door air, of intelligent interchange of thought — even if 
taken as medicine, with a wry face — will act as a charm, and 
soon be anticipated as a blessing, a sweetener of life. 

Women who vary their work, and add to it a little play, 
can do twice as much. Languor, inertia, is the revenge 
which the body takes upon us for wearing out one set of 
faculties, leaving t)ie others unemployed. Using the brain 
to save work is much better than comjieUing the hands to 
perform a ceaseless round of labor, of which the sanitary 
result is very doubtful ; there is a great deal in putting lime 
and faculty to the best use. There are women who consider 
themselves " slaves " to their families, and who do toil early 
and late to keep them in doughnuts, and cookies, and i>ie, 
and sauce, and pickles, and pot-cheese, and what not — who 
yet do not make home pleasant for either husband or children. 
Such a woman is always cooking or cleaning, or she is 
always tired, and generally cross, and when she hears what 
other women are doing in the way of public, or social, or 
home-decorative work, she feels as if it was an indirect 
reflection upon her efficiency, and blames husband and 
children, her hard lot — everything and everybody but herself. 

Doubtless her husband, her children, and her'whcle life 
have grown hard and exacting, and the former somewhat 
indifferent to her moods ; but is not this her own fault ? 
They are as, she has made them. She has accustomed them 
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to certain things, and very naturally they look for them, per- 
haps after a while they demand them. A little more exact 
knowledge will teach women that something is due to them- 
selves, that their own bodies require perpetual care and 
recreating, and that future health depends upon the mate- 
rials which are daily and hourly put into the work. It does 
not live by bread alone, though good and healthful food is 
necessary to its sustenance, but it takes something from 
whatever it is brought in contact with — the atmosphere- 
people, and the inspiration of a new thought. A sensible 
man will assist his wife to put variety, and above all, quick 
eningjntellectual influence into her life, because it reacts so 
beneficially upon the home, the children, and their actual 
surroundings. Hut women can do much themselves toward 
enlarging their own outlook, broadening their own ideas, 
and changing their own conditions, by taking advantage of 
the op|)ortunities within their reach, and making new ones 
instead of waiting for the new ones to !)e thrust upon thenit 
or refusing them when they are presented. 

It is a common practice in the country among people 
who retire early, and sleep, or have the opportunity of doing 
so with the utmost regularity, to spend their leisure in the 
middle of the day in taking a nap. This is absurd, it isaot 
what is needed. Take a book out of doors under a tree, or 
practice on some musical instrument, if you are so fortunate 
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as to be able to play on one, or take a study and pursue it in 
these brief moments. Whatever you do, let it be something 
quite opposite and different to the usual course and tenor of 
your life ; let the change be the employment of an entirely 
different set of faculties ; the night furnishes enough of ab- 
solute rest, if you are able to employ it for that purpose. 

One of the most fastidious young men of a fashionable 
set, astonished his friends and his family, not very long since, 
by starting on a cruise in a whaling vessel. The outcry on 
all sides was great. He had been accustomed to have ever>' 
wish consulted ; a spot on a table-cloth or napkin took away 
his appetite. Whoever was sacrificed for the comfort of 
visitors, or unforeseen accidents, Fred's whims, Fred's tastes, 
and Fred's prejudices were always respected. His appetite 
was -peculiarly delicate, and he could not eat at all in any 
near proximity to persons less refined in their habits than 
himself. His mother, always watchful and tender of his 
comfort, trembled at the hardships he would have to experi- 
ence, and could not understand his volvntary choice of such 
a mode of spending a summer holiday. His father under- 
stood it better. Said he, " The boy is tired to death by your 
kid-glove performances. He wants a change from the rou- 
tine of a life which, he begins to realize, makes no drafts on 
his manhood." This was the condition of affairs precisely, 
and his mother began to realize it when letters came back to 
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her filled with glowing descriptions of a life of daily struggle, 
contest, and muscular activity — of nights spent in a cloak, 
blanket or strip of canvas, upon decks with the planks for a 
pillow — of food made up of " hard tack ** and bacon, with 
bread and molasses for a treat. 

The desire for and enjoyment of a rest and holiday of 
this description was the natural revolt of strength against the 
weakness and effeminacy forced upon it by the conventions 
and refinements of modem life. Extremes are said to meet, 
and they do. Over-indulgence in luxury produces weakness 
and disease, as docs poverty. We need the possession and 
use of all our faculties, bodily and mental, for health, and the 
effects of disuse are very much like those of abuse : both re- 
sult in incapacity at last. Much of the ill health, and many 
of the diseased conditions in the world, are due to our nar- 
rowness, to our prejudices, to the determination of individu- 
als to cut every other individual according to their cloth, 
and by a pattern of their choosing. Public opinion has been 
created whi<h has innde it next to imjiossible, — in some com- 
munities wholly so, — for certain persons or classes of persons 
to go outside of < eriain fixed rules, unwritten but inflexible, 
in the conduct of iheir daily life. Possibly it never occurred 
to the makers of this public opinion, that to say a man or 
woman shall not run, or dan< e, or work, or wear such cioth- 
inj: as suits them, or seek such relief and companionship as 
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different states of mind and body require, is to destroy 
hcftlth and crush out manhood and womanhood ; but it does 
do this, nevertheless, and then comes the revenge, which 
gives us suppression and repression, in the form of wicked 
children of seemingly good parents, — of shocking scandal or 
dreadful crime which makes the whole community, wiih 
hair standing on end, wonder where we arc to look for 
goodness, and "pooh-pooh !" the talk of scientists about 
hereditary influence ! 

Great advances have been made of late years, and it is 
now admitted that even ministers need rest from the pam- 
chial white cravat, the longface, the studied walk, the monoto- 
nous, unbroken round of prayer-meetings — for every occasion 
of joyous festivity must be turned into a conventicle if the 
minister be present. Human nature could not but become 
depraved under such circumstances and restrictions, whether 
it was so in the first place or not ; and if the depravity 
did not break out in one way, it would in another ; if not in 
father, in son ; if not in crime, in toss of reason or mental 
power. It has been remarked frequently that clergymen 
flock in a body to Saratoga as soon as the summer recess 
begins, and it is probably not altogether the efficacy of the 
waters which induces so many of them to choose this 
fashionable centre as a summer resort. It is its brightness, its 
gayety, its entire change from the enforced stiffness and 
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starch of their daily lives at home, which must be hard to 
endure by a man of large and liberal, not necessarily bad, 
nature. 

It is a pity that school-teachers and quiet drudges of 
every description could not take a summer rest at Saratoga, 
or somewhere, in the midst of plenty of people and a joyous 
activity. Fashionable belles, on the contrary, would be bet- 
ter off for a rest in the farm-house, or in doing the cooking 
and the incidental housework of a ** cottage in some vast 
wilderness," or a camping-out expedition. 

It will be seen, therefore, that rest is many-sided, and 
of many kinds ; that sometimes it means activity, sometimes 
hard work, but always a total change from what we have 
been doing, from the usual habits, the actual circumstances 
which have preceded it. To obtain the rest, we must be 
careful not to fill our lives with the spirit of unrest, or im- 
agine that we must eternally jump from one thing to another 
in order to preserve an equilibrium. All our faculties need 
exercise, but not in the same degree. We do not need to 
divide our days between laughing and crying ; the most of 
us prefer the even tenor which excites neither smiles nor 
tears : yet we may be the better in more ways than one for 
a goo<l laugh, or a gooil cry. Does not (ieorge Eliot say, 
somewhere, that one way of getting at the misfortunes of our 
kind IN to look upon their pleasures? and it is only another 
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way of saying that the varied experiences of hfe are all 
necessary to leach us human sympathy, and from the infinite 
forms of work alone can we draw any correct conclusions as 
to the rest which each one needs, and is hoping for in the 
future. 






KITTY OF COLERAINE. 

CHARLKS DAWSON SHANLY. 

{Recited ^ Miss Margaret L'kast.\ 

[S beautiful Kitty, one morning, was tripping 

With a pitcher of milk, from the fair of Coleraine, 
When she saw me she stumbled, her pitcher it 
tumbled, 
And all the sweet buttermilk watered the plain. 

** ( )h, what shall I do now ? — 'twas looking at you now ; 
Sure, sure, such a pitcher Til ne'er meet again ! 
"Fwas the pride of my dairy. Oh, Barney McClerey I 
You're sent as a plague to the girls of Coleraine." 

1 sal down beside her, and gently did chide her, 
'Dial such a misforiune should give her such pain, 
A kiss then I gave her : and ere 1 did leave her. 
She vowed for such pleasure she'd break it again. 

"Fw.is hay-making season — 1 can't tell the reason — 
Misfortunes will never <ome single 'lis plain : 
For verv soon atier poor Kiiiv's disaster 
There never a pil< her was whole in Coleraine. 
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COMO. 

JOAQUIN MILLER. 

KRtcittd by Char hi Rohrrts^ Jr.) 

|HE red-clad fishers row and creep 
Below the crags, as half asleep, 
Npr even make a single sound. 
The walls are steep, 
The waves are deep ; 
And if the dead man should be found 
By these same fishers in their round, 
Why, who shall say but he was drowned ? 

The lake lay bright, as bits of broken moon 
Just newly set within the cloven earth ; 
The ripened fields drew round a golden girth 
Far up the steppes, and glittered in the noon. 
And when the sun fell down, from leafy shore 
Fond lovers stole in pairs to ply the oar. 
The stars, as large as lillies, flecked the blue ; 
From out the Alps the moon came wheeling through 
The rocky pass the Great NapK)leon knew. 
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A gala night it was — the season's prime ; 

We rode from castled lake to festal town, 

To fair M ilan — my friend and I ; rode down 

By night, where grasses waved in rippled rhyme : 

And so what theme but love in such a time ? 

His proud lip curved the while in silent scorn 

At thought of love ; and then, as one forlorn. 

He sighed, then bared his temples, dashed with gray, 

Then mocked, as one outworn and well blas^. 

A gorgeous tiger-lily, flaming red. 

So full of battle, of the trumpet's blare, 

Of old-time passion, upreared its head. 

I galloped past, I leaned, 1 clutched it there. 

From out the long strong grass I held it high ; 

And cried, " Lo ! this to-night shall deck her hair 

Through all the dance. And mark ! the man shall die 

Who dares assault, for good or ill design. 

The citadel where I shall set this sign." 

He spoke no spare word all the after while. 
That scornful, cold, contemptuous smile of his ! 
Why, better men have died for less than this. 
Then in the hall the same old hateful smile I 
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Then marvel not that when she graced the floor, 
With all the beauties gathered from the four 
Far quarters of the world, and she, my fair, 
The fairest, wore within her midnight hair 
My tiger-lily — marvel not, I say. 
That he glared like some wild beast well at bay ! 



Oh, she shone fairer than the summer star, 
Or curled sweet moon in middle destiny. 
More fair than sunrise climbing up the sea, 

■ 

Where all the loves of Ariadne are. 

Who loves, who truly loves, will stand aloof. 

The noisy tongue makes most unholy proof 

Of shallow waters — all the while afar 

From out the dance I stood, and watched my star. 

My tiger-lily, borne an oriflamme of war. 



A thousand beauties flashed at love's advance, 
Like bright white mice at moonlight in their play, 
Or sunflsh shooting in the shining bay, 
The swift feet shot and glittered in the dance. 
Oh, have you loved, and truly loved, and seen 
Aught else the while than your own stately queen ? 
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Her presence it was majesty — so tall ; 
Her proud development encompassed — all. 
She filled all space. 1 sought, 1 saw but her. 
I followed as some fervid worshipper. 

Adown the dance she moved with matchless pace. 

The world — my world — moved with her. Suddenly 

1 questioned who her cavalier might be. 

'Twas he ! His face was leaning to her face I 

I clutched my blade ; I sprang ; I caught my breath, 

.And so stood leaning still as death. 

And they stood still. She biushed,then reached and tore 

The lily as she passed, and down the floor 

She strewed its heart like bits of gushing gore. 

'Twas he said, heads not hearts were made to break. 
He taught me this that night in splendid scorn. 
I learned too well. The dance was done. Ere mom 
We mounted — he and I — but no more spake. 
.\nd this for woman's love ! My lily worn 
In her dark hair in pride to be thus torn 
.\nd trampled on for this bold stranger's s^ke I 
Two men rode silent bac k toward the lake. 
Two men rode silent down, but only one 
Kf)de up at morn to greet the rising sun. 




The walls are 5teei>, 

The waves arc deep : 
And if the dead man should be found 
By red-clad fishers in their round, 
Why, who shall say but he was drowned ? 





FROM DUSK TO DAWN. 

JOHN SAVAGE. 

have waited through the gloaming, 

And have heard the evening chime, 
While the songful river roaming, 

To my beating heart kept time, 
I have watched the stars appearing. 

Lighting up their heav'nly home, 
But no star to me came cheering, 
For my darling did not come. 

Ah ! how gloomy seemed the bower. 

Wanting Love's melodious tune ; 
O'er the ivy-shrouded tower 

Rose the love-befriending moon ; 
But no beam my fond hopes lightened 

Though I watched till mornings hum, 
And the dawn no pathway brightened 

For my darling did not come. 
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MRS. LOFTY AMD I. 

MRS. OILDER^LKEVK l.ONGSTRFET. 

iStt^mg by Mrs. Fifirenre Ritr KmtKxA 

RS. LOFTY keeps a carriage ; 

So do I. 

She has dapple grays lo draw it ; 

None have I. 

She*s no prouder with her coachman, 
Than am I 

With my blue-eyed laughing baby, 

Trundling by. 

I hide his face lest she should sec 

The cherub-boy and envy me. 

Her fine husband has white fingers ; 

Mine has not. 
He can give his bride a palace ; 

Mine a cot. 
Hers comes home beneath the starlight, 

Ne'er c.ires she. 
Mine comes in the purple twilight. 

Kisses me, 




no Mrs. Lofty and I, 



And prays that He who holds life's sands 
Will keep His loved ones in His hands. 

Mrs. Lofty has her jewels ; 

So have I. 
She wears hers upon her bosom ; 

Inside I. 
She will leave hers at death's portals 

Bye-and-Bye ; — 
I shall bear the treasure with me 

When I die. 
For I have love and she has gold. 
She counts her wealth, mine can*t be told. 

She has those who love her station ; 

None have 1. 
But Tve one true heart beside me, 

Olad am 1 ; 

I'd not change it for a kingdom, 

No ! not 1 ; 
God will weigh it in His balance, 

Bye-and-bye ; — 
And then the difference will define 
"I'wixt Mrs. Ix)fty's wealth and mine. 





CHILDREN. 

(BY A SUFFERING AND IRATE BACHELOR.) 

MRS. BARROW.* 

{Reait by the A mtJk&r.) 

jOETS and painters in all ages have combined to 
laud and magnify the matchless virtues of children. 
They represent them as little cherubs who have 
left their wings in heaven, angels of milk and cream, whom 
contact with the world can never turn sour. They have 
deluded many unoffending innocents into assuming the 
duties of paternity, and — horresco referens ! — it is a crime 
not provided for by law. 

For, unfortunately, the real child does not in the least 
resemble these flights of fancy. He is simply a two-legged 
animal, with a big head, who is forever in mischief, and hor- 
rifies the company with astounding questions : — 

" Mr. Smith, who will set the North River on fire ? My 
mamma says you never will. Mr. Brown, look at my legs ; 
they are not like knitting needles, are they ? Sister Helen 
says yours are." 



♦ Aunt Fanny. 




112 Children. 



A certain great man being asked whether he liked chil- 
dren, replied : — 

" Yes, madam, at eight o'clock, for then they are sent 
to bed ; and when they are naughty, for then they arc 
taken out of the room." 

Even sweet and genial Charles Lamb, when asked how 
he liked babies, answered : " BoiUd, madam." 

What unspeakable trouble, what unparalleled disorder 
is occasioned by these baptized little demons ? One can 
neither think, work, nor converse, when they are present. 
They choose the moment when you are battering your 
brains for a rhyme to " uncle," to sound a deafening blast 
on their tin trumpets ; they beat their drums and hurrah 
when you are solving a problem ; they scratch the furniture 
with pins and nails ; and take as much pleasure in upsetting 
yo.ir fine china and listening to the crash as monkeys, to 
which family, in fact, they belong. If the portrait of your 
affi mred rests upon the easel, they will watch their oppor- 
tunity and paint a mustache upon her face with the French 
blacking. To make a paper boat they will help themselves 
to your railroad bonds, your family deeds, your most private 
and valuable papers. In spite of your watchfulness, they 
will run off with vour false hair, to show to the minister in 
the parlor wh») has come to visit you ; and loudly clamor 
for a set of teeth set in gold, ** which can be taken out and 
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put in at pleasure, like auntie's," for a Chrislmas present. 
They will tie a tin pan to the tail of your favorite dog, and 
carry the cat round by her caudal appendage, or, as they 
call it, " by Iter handle." They will pull a hair out of your 
horse's mane to fasten to their fish-hooks, and escape being 
kicked to death by a miracle. If you take a small boy to a 
place of amusement and say that he is six years old, my 
ambitious young gentleman will shout out, " No, no ; I am 
ssven ; 1 am not a child." and you have to pay full price 
for him. 

But this is not the worst. Children are our spies, our 
enemies, our denunciators. They observe everjthing with 
watchful eyes. Nothing escapes them. The monsters ! 
One learns to tremble at their vicinity I With their pre- 
tended innocence and candor they betray the secrets of the 
kitchen, the parlor, the boudoir, the toilet. Bridget in the 
kitchen hides away eggs, flour, and sugar, to take to her 
fainily, and gives a bottle of her master's ale to the police- 
man at the door. Docs she think that no one sees her? 
futile idea ! Little Johnny tells all about it that same eve- 
ning at the dinner-table. Afterward, in the drawing-room, 
he discovers to the disenchanted, discouraged lover the 
little box from whence is derived the lovely bloom on his 
sweetheart's cheek, and chuckles as he betrays the cotton 
lies of her corsage. He pulls out of the lover's pocket the 
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whisker dye, which makes the admired whiskers and curling 
mustache so glossy and black ; and he takes infinite care to 
tell every visitor all the depreciating things which have been 
said of him on previous occasions. 

What indignation, what separations, what direful catas- 
trophes, have not these bandits in jackets and {>etticoats 
c aused by their unexpected tattlings I And how much do 
they care ? Children are naturally ferocious — they delight 
in cruelty ; they pluck out flies' wings ; they bury rabbits 
alive ; they play at hanging ; they stab their dolls, and 
dance around with glee to see the saw-dust blood flowing ; 
and thus, naturally, it is never of an unimportant subject 
that they babble ; it is always of something dangerous, as 
they sit on the lap or dance on the knees of their victims. 

Kverybody has read the anecdote of the fond mamma, 
who called her little girl in to play on the piano for the en- 
tertainment of the great Dr. Johnson : — 

** That [)iece was very difti( ult of execution," she sim- 
pered, as the ( hild finishc-d. 

** And would to (ioti it had been im[)ossible ** roared the 
irate Dr. Johnson. 

Make a note of this, ye exhibiting mammas. Call 
your drawing-rooms ** Toinmy Tiddler's (iround ; " inva- 
sion upon whi( h will be follo\vc<l by ( onsetjuences too dire 
to spcrify. Padhn k the nursery door when you have com- 




pany to dinner, talk in unknown tongues when the children 
are present, if you wish to communicate anything confiden- 
tial. These rules, with frequent washings, occasional whip- 
pings, and keeping entirely out of sight, are all that is need- 
ed to make your darlings as charming to others as they are 
to you. 






IN SCHOOL-DAYS. 

JOHN G. WHITTIER. , 

{Recited by Mist Fierence .Vrmlim. > 

FILL sits the school-house by the road, 
A ragged beggar sunning ; 
Around it still the sumachs grow, 
And blackberry vines are running. 

Within, the master's desk is seen, 

Deep scarred by raps official ; 
The warping floor, the battered seats, 

The jack-knife's carved initial ; 

The charcoal frescos on its wall ; 

The door's worn sill, betraying the feet 
That, creeping slow to school. 

Went storming out to playing ! 

Long years ago, a wmtcr s sun 

Shone over it at setting ; 
Lit up its western window-panes 

And low eaves* icy fretting. 
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It touched the tangled golden curls, 
And brown eyes full of grieving. 

Of one who stilt her steps delayed 
When all the school were leaving. 

For near her stood the little boy 

Her childish favor singled ; 
His cap pulled low upon a face 

Where pride and shame were mingled. 

Pushing with restless feet the snow 
To right and left, he lingered ; — 

As restlessly her tiny hands 

A blue-checked apron fingered. 

He saw her lift her eyes ; he felt 
The soft hand's light caressing, 

And heard the tremble of her voice, 
As if a fault confessing. 

"I'm sorry that I spelt the word : 

I hate to go above you, 
Because," — the brown eyes lower fell, — 

" Because, you sec, I love you I" 
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Still memory to a gray-haired man 
That sweet child-face is showing. 

Dear girl ! the grasses on her grave 
Have forty years been growing ! 

He lives to learn, in life's hard school, 
How few who pass above him 

Lament their triumph and his loss, 
Like her, — because they love him. 







THE FADING ROSEBUD. 

MRS. MARY D^NA SHINDUOL. 

{Read hy the Autk^r.^ 

HAD a lovely rosebud 

Just opening full and free, 
I placed it on my bosom 
And fair it was to see ; 
My heart was proudly swelling, 

When every passer by 
Admired my beauteous flower 
That blosom'd but to die. 

Awhile it gaily flourished 

Nursed by affection's dew, 
And every passing hour 

More beautiful it grew ; 
Each tender leaf, unfolding, 

A brilliant hue display *d, 
I thought a lov'lier flower 

Was surely never made. 



^.^jt^i^ite^jt^i^. 
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One day I saw it drooping, 

It leaned upon my breast ; 
With paleness, and with trembling, 

I saw it sink to rest ; 
I knew not it was dying, 
Though paler stijl it grew, 
And I vainly strove to save it 
By all that love could do. 

** Oh, must I lose my Rosebud, 

The only one I have ? 
Is there no skilful gardner 

My i)recious flower to save ?" 
Vain, vain, was all my praying, 

A worm was at the core. 
And, drooi)ing on my bosom, 

It wither'd more and more. 

At length I heard a whisper — 

** Oh, suffer it to come 
To me, the Heavenly (iardner. 

And I will take it home. 
In my fair garden growing, 

.\re manv buds like thine : 
In bright, ( elcstial l)eauty. 

Sweet flowers, how thev shine I * 
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1 raised my tearful eyelids, 

And lo ! a form of light. 
Just like the risen Jesus, 

Then met my woiid'ring sight ; 
And while I strove to tell Him 

That He might take it home, 
Again I heard Him saying, 

"Oh, suffer it to come !" 

The glory round Him shining 

Spread heavenly light afar. 
And, in each hand extended, 

1 saw the fatal star ; 
Then, too, I saw, with anguish, 

The wound upon His side : 
By those sad marks I knew him, 

Twas he — the Crucified I 

Then, with heart-lireaking sorrow, 

I kiss'd my faded flower, 
A long farewell 1 gave it, 

That well-rememhcr'd hour : 
One dark and painful struggle 

Now rack'd my lortur'd mind, 
And then, with sighs and weejting. 

My rosebud I resigned. 
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*Twas folded to His bosom, 

And, as He placed it there, 
I saw new life returning 

Beneath his fostering care ; 
And, though I felt so lonely 

And throb*d my heart with pain, 
I dared not, and 1 wished not. 

To call it back again. 

And then the loving Jesus 

Cast such a look on me. 
And said to me so sweetly, 

" Fear not, I'll comfort thee," 
That I all calmly waited 

To see them take their flight. 
Till, in a flood of glory. 

They vanished from my sight. 




-"'- •'■^'** 





A ROYAL PRINCESS. 

CHRISTINA G. ROSETTI. 

(Recited hy Anna RandaU DitkL) 

A PRINCESS, king-descended, decked with jewels, 

gilded, drest. 
Would rather be a peasent with her baby at her breast, 
For all I shine so like the sun, and am purple like the West. 

Two and two my guard behind, two and two before. 
Two and two on either hand, they guard me evermore ; 
Me, poor dove, that must not coo, — eagle that must not soar. 

All my fountains cast up perfumes, all my gardens grow 
Scented woods and foreign spices, with all flowers in blow 
That are costly, out of season, as the seasons go. 

All my walls are lost in mirrors, whereupon I trace 
Self to right-hand, self to left-hand, self in every place ; 
Self-same solitary figure, self-same seeking face. 

Then I have an ivory chair high to sit upon. 

Almost like my father's chair, which is an ivory throne ; 

There I sit uplifted and upright, there I sit alone. 
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Alone by day, alone by night, alone days without end ; 

My father and my mother give me treasures, search and spend — 

() my father I () my mother I have you ne'er a friend ? 

As I am a lofty princess, so my father is 

A lofty king, accomplished in all kingly subtilties, 

Holding in his strong right-hand world-kingdoms* balances. 

He has quarreled with his neighbors, he has scourged his foes : 
Vassal counts a.id princes follow where his pennon goes, 
I.<mg-dcscendcd valiant lords whom the vulture knows, 

On whose track the vulture swoops, when they ride in stale 
To break the strength of armies and topple down the great : 
Mach of these mv courteous servant, none of these mv mate. 

My f;aher, counting up his strength, sets down with equal j)en 
So many head of cattle, head of horses, head of men ; 
These for slaughter, ihe^e for labor, with the how and when. 

Some to work on roads, canals ; some to man his ships ; 
Some to smart in mines beneath sharp overseers* whips ; 
Some to trap fur-beasts in lands where utmost winter nips. 

Om e it came into my heart and whelmed me like a flood, 
I'h.it these too are men and women, human tlesh and blood ; 
Men with hearts and men with souls, though trodden down likemud. 
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Our feasting was not glad that night, our music was not gay ; 
On my mother's graceful head 1 marked a thread of gray, 
My father, frowning at the fare, seemed every dish to weigh. 

I sat beside them, sole princess in my exalted place, 
My ladies and my gentlemen stood by me on the dais : 
A mirror showed me I look old and haggard in the face ; 

It showed me that my ladies all are fair to gaze upon, 

Plump, plenteous-haired, to every one love's secret lore is known. 

They laugh by day, they sleep by night ; ah me, what is a throne ? 

The singing men and women sang that night as usual. 
The dancers danced in pairs and sets, but music had a fall, 
A melancholy windy fall, as at a funeral. 

Amid the toss of torches to my chamber back we swept ; 

My ladies loosed my golden chain ; meantime I could have wept 

To think of some in galling chains whether they walked or slept. 

1 took my bath of scented milk, delicately waited on, 

They burned sweet things for my delight, ceder and cinnamon. 

They lit my shaded silver lamp and left me there alone. 

A day went by, a week went by. One day I heard it said : 
*' Men are clamoring, women, children, clamoring to be fed ; 
Men, like famished dogs, are howling in the streets for bread." 
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So two whispered by my door, not thinking I could hear, 

Vulgar, naked truth, ungarnished for a royal ear ; 

Fit for cooping in the background, not to stalk so near. 

But I strained my utmost sense to catch this truth, and mark : 
There are families out grazing like cattle in the park." 
A pair of peasants must be saved, even if we build an ark." 



tt '!» 
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A merry jest, a merry laugh, each strolled upon his way ; 
One was my page, a lad I reared and bore with day by day ; 
One was my youngest maid, as sweet and' white as cream in May. 

Other footsteps followed softly with a weightier tramp ; 

Voices said : " Picked soldiers have been summoned from the camp 

To (juell these base-born ruffians who make free to howl and stamp." 

" Howl and stamp ?*' one answered : ** they made free to hurl a stone 
At the minister's state coach, well aimed and stoutly thrown." 
" There's work, then, for the soldiers, for this rank crop must be 
mown." 

** One I saw, a poor old fool with ashes on his head, 
Whimpering l>ecause a girl had snatched his crust of bread ; 
Then he drop|>ed ; when some one raised him, it turned out he 
was dead." 

" After us the deluge/* was retorted with a laugh : 

" If bread's the staff of life, they must walk without a staff." 

** While I've a loaf they're welcome to my blessing and the chaflf." 
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These passed the king. " Stand up," said my father with a smile : 
" Daughter mine, your mother comes to sit with you awhile, 
She's sad to-day, and who but you her sadness can beguile ?" 

He too left me. Shall I touch my harp now while I wait 
(I hear them doubling guard below before our palace gate), 
Or shall I work the last gold stitch into my veil of state ; 

Or shall my woman stand and read some unimpassioned scene ? 
There's music of a lulling sort in words that pause between ; 
Or shall she merely fan me while I wait here for the Queen ? 

Again I caught my father's voice in sharp words of command : 
" Charge !" a clash of steel : " Charge again : the rebels stand. 
Smite and spare not, hand to hand ; smite and spare not, hand to 
hand." 

There swelled a tumult at the gate, high voices waxing higher ; 
A flash of red reflected light lit the cathedral spire ; 
I heard a cry for faggots, then I heard a yell for fire. 

** Sit and roast there with your meat, sit and bake there with your 

bread, 
You who sat to see us starve," one shrieking woman said : 
" Sit on your throne and roast with your crown upon your head." 
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Nay, (his thing will 1 do while my mother tarrieth, 

1 will take my 6ne spun gold, but not to sew therewith, 

I will take my gold and gems and rainbow fan and wreath ; 



With a ransom in my lap, a king's ransom in my head, 

I will go down to this people, will stand face to face, will stand 

Where they curse king, queen, and princess of this cursed land. 

They shall take all to buy them bread, take all I have to give ; 
I, if 1 perish, perish : they to-day shall eat and live ; 
I, if I perish, perish ; that's the goal I half conceive : 

Once to s[>eak before the world, rend bare my heart and show 
The lesson 1 have learned, which is death, is life, to know 
I, if I [>erish, perish ; in the name of iJod I go. 




THE COWS ARE IN THE CORN 



SUNG BY MRS. BELLE COLE. 




|H father's gone to market-town, 
He was up before the day, 
And Jamie *s hunting robin's nests. 
And the man is making hay, 
And whistling up the hollow goes 
The boy that minds the mill. 
While mother from the kitchen door 
Is calling with a will, 
" Polly I Polly I The cows are in the corn." 



From off the misty morning air 

There comes a sudden sound, 

A murmur as of water comes 

From ship and tree and ground. 

The birds are singing on the wing, 

The pigeons bill and coo. 

And o'er hill and valley rings 

Again the loud halloo, 

" Polly ! Polly ! The cows are in the com." 



'Tis strange at such a time of day 

The mill should stop its clatter, 

The farmer's wife is listening now 

And wonders what 's the matter. 

And wild the birds are singing 

In the woodland on the hill, 

While whistling, up the hollow goes 

The boy that minds the mill, 

" Polly ! Poly ! The cows are in the com." 
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THE FISH-BALL. 

■OBERT K. MUNKITTRICK. 

lET poeis sing 

The chicken's wing, 
And buckwheat cakes and griddle fishes. 
And side by side 
Place lobster fried, 
Pork chops and other comic dishes ; 
But yet unto my dying day. 

While o'er my reason I am lord, 
I'll stand before the world and say : 
"The fish-ball is its own reward I " 

I'm fond of ham, 

And crimson jam, 
And macaroni crowned with bacon ; 

Yet while 1 sigh 

For cake and pie. 
My faith in clams remains unshaken ; 
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But when my fancy *s running wild, 
And I'm by no gay lark out-soared, 

I preach to woman, man, and child, 
** The fish-ball is its own reward !'* 

O gay marine 
You're often seen 
Nailed up against a door or shutter ; 
The little boy 
Just jumps with joy 
To see you served with milk and butter. 
( )h I dwelt I far beyond the sea. 
By fifty thousand girls adored, 
The motto of my soul would be : 
** The fish-ball is its own reward !" 

O noble cod ! 

To you I nod ; 
You make me sad and meditative ; 

When toned with wine 

You're cjuite divine 
Unto the Massachusetts native. 
Oh ! when I'm old, and bent, and gray, 
With wholesome morals richlv stored 
I'll boldly face the world and say : 
*■ The fish-ball is its own reward I " 




POE'S HOUSE AT FORDHAM. 

MRS. MARTHA J. LAMB. 

{Rfad by tkt Author.) 

IHERE is Fordham ? 

The very question I asked of Sophomores. 
" Is it possible that you do not know ? " he re- 
plied, deferentially at first, but growing insufferably pom- 
pous as he proceeded ; " how singular that any one who has 
studied the geography of the different countries of the 
world through actual travel should be obliged to come 
down to first principles, and institute home researches ! 
Fordham is an inconspicuous portion of New-York City, a 
few miles north of Harlem River." 

"Thank you," I said meekly: "I was aware of that 
fact in a general way, but it being a place, like some faces, 
which never made special impression upon my memory, I 
am not able to locate it with precision. Hov/ may it be 
reached ? " 

" Variously ; chiefly by steam and horse-cars. Boats 
do not run up there yet. It is not so much their fault as 
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their inability to navigate dry land. Have you any violent 
call in that direction ? " 

" I wish to visit the home of Edgar Allan Poe, and if 
the steam-cars are available I will go this morning." 

Sophomoros made investigations, and announced that 
there was a train at a quarter-past nine. 

As I was hurrying to catch it, he overtook me, panting, 
and exclaimed : 

** It is the Harlem Railroad cars you want. I will 
show you to them.** 

"And why not the New-Haven?" I asked, as wc 
threaded our weary way through the labyrinth of appar- 
ently endless uncertainties inside the Grand Central Depot. 

** Because they won't let you off at Fordham. They 
would never dare go tooting through New-England again if 
they lowered their intense respectability by stopping at so 
insignificant a station.** 

** Where are iv// going ! ** the train was moving, and I 
spoke excitedly instead of interrogatively, for I had an in- 
tuition that Sophomoros, after the reckless manner of col- 
lege boys, contemplated a jump in front of old Columbia. 

** To the home of the poet. I may as well. I have no 
recitations of importance to-day, and I would really like to 
see where my i>ersonal benefactor resided,*' he replied. 

** Personal benefactor ? " I repeated. 
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" But there was no time for explanations. An old lady 
pushed into the seat beside me, and Sophomoros, who was 
standing, walked to the end of the car and looked through 
the door at the prospect. Into the tunnel, out again, 
through dark passages, over bridges, past groves and cot- 
tages, and in less than thirty-five minutes the ride was 
accomplished. Then came a walk of nearly half a mile. 
We crossed the railroad track, and a wide, dusty street, 
paused at the door of a little twelve-foot cube real-estate 
office, for specific directions, and then ascended a pictu- 
resque hill, upon the very backbone of which stands the 
house where Poe wrote "The Raven.'* 

I approached it with a feeling of reverence. I hardly 
knew which struck me the more forcibly, its diminutive size 
or its quaint antiquity. The gable-end is partially sheltered 
from the street by an aged cherry-tree, with wide-spreading 
branches, and pear and apple trees of a former generation 
hover about on its other sides, like sentinels on duty. The 
fence which incloses both house and grounds is lined with 
lilac and currant bushes. Pushing open a little gate, we 
stepped gently over the walk and upon a low veranda 
which decorates the south front. 

" Grandma ! grandma !" cried a voice from an invisible 
source, "somebody's come.'* 

Presently a feeble-looking woman, wearin the inevita- 
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ble cap and spectacles of eighty, hobbled around the cor- 
ner from the kitchen, and in answer to my modest inquiries, 
said : 

" Oh, I don't know. She can tell you all about it when 
she comes. She won't be long away. There she is, now/* 
directing my glance to a young woman, who was coming up 
the street with her arms full of parcels. 

"She was undoubtedly the mistress of the mansion. 
As soon as she learned the object of my visit she went 
round and opened the little narrow door from the inside, 
and admitted us to a low, scpiare parlor. 

** This is the room where Mr. Foe did his writing,** she 
said, with an air of justifiable pride in the felicitous posses- 
sion. ** We have not been here long enough to fw. up the 
place mu( h. It's dreadfully out of repair. The chimney 
smokes so that we can hardly stay in the kitchen. There 
are two rooms on this floor and two rooms above, but the 
house is full of little closets and nooks, and more roomy 
than it seems," 

She was picking up and putting away various articles 
that were lying on the chairs, and rcrtainly did open doors 
in most unexpec ted pl.u cs. Hut a mist circled about mc, 
and 1 lost sight of her altogether. Another presence seem- 
ed to prevade the aparlnunl. A tall, lithe, grat eful, manly 
figure, with a < lassir head well poi^e<l, a handsome pale face, 
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over which a smile seldom played, and large, dark, variably- 
expressive eyes, looking grave and tender melancholy, or 
shooting fiery tumult, according to his mood. A brilliant 
but erratic star. A genius, perhaps not of the highest order, 
but none the less a genius. A poet who thrilled the world 
with manv wondrous harmonies. An author of honorable 
position among leading creative minds. An artist in the 
use of words, with rare gifts of invention and expression. 
A critic who regarded an ambiguous sentence, a false rhyme, 
or a dull book, in the light of a high crime, and who brought 
down his lash with such a stinging cut that it always left a 
scar. A man excessively and essentially human, whose in- 
firmities of character and disposition were the bane of his 
career, and the occasion of all manner of inglorious experi- 
ences. There was a fitness, something even poetical, in the 
framework of his surroundings. Two windows to the north 
opened upon an exceptionally beautiful landscape in sum- 
mer, and a wide expanse of immaculate snow in winter ; and 
two windows to the s6uth swept the pretty garden and fields 
beyond. Thus there was no lack of sunlight to reveal the 
contradictory hauteur and sweetness in his ever-changeful 
countenance, as, sitting at the round table in the centre, he 
plied his ready pen ; and, in their season, the perfume of 
many flowers, and the music of birds and bees, filled the air 
which fanned his brow. 
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" If you will walk up stairs I will show you the cham- 
ber where Mr. Poe slept, and where they say his mother-in- 
law used to lock him up for days together," broke in u|>on 
my reverie. 

I followed my guide in resentful silence. Her reminder 
was inopportune, to say the least. Truth is less welcome 
than fiction when it turns the canvas so as to show that a 
monarch of marvellous intellectual powers and possibilities 
can be an abject slave to the miserable vice of drunkenness. 
Poo did not, as many suppose, do his fine work under the 
influence of stimulants, but he drank to excess periodically. 
( )ne glass of wine, and his whole nature was reversed. All 
that was angelic within him became demoniac. His will 
was obviously, and for the time, irresponsibly insane. 

The chamber had n roofed ceiling, with a sharp j>oint 
in the centre. At the east end was a high wooden mantle, 
with a small, scpiarc window (m each side of it, and there 
was a little, onc-paned window under the eaves to the south. 
For an instant Poe's ** Philosophy of Furniture" flashed 
across mv mind, an<l his words, ** The soul of the room is 
the carpet ; a judge (»f common law may be an ordinary 
man ; a good judge of a carj)ct must be a genius," stood 
out in living colors upon the floor. Then my eye fell upon 
the* door, with its i|ucer, little, r))d-fashioned panels, and 
last ( entury's lat<h iwo-third-s of the way to the top. Little 
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weird lights danced about me, and a chord vibrated which 
filled my soul with pleasant mournfulness, as I saw before 
me the picture of the sad, haunted scholar, struggling with 
fate and memory, personated in the raven on the bust of 
Pallas above his chamber-door. 

The vision clung to me long after I had turned back to 
commonplaces and the head of the steep, winding staircase. 
I paused once more in the little study-parlor where Poe 
spent so many checkered hours. And again it seemed full 
of him — the shrewd, arrogant, thoughtful, irreverent, cold, 
cynical, melancholy, versatile scholar — him who, in his most 
eccentric vagaries, never committed an offense against rhe- 
torical propriety ; him who, day after day, and month after 
month, with studious patience, analyzed the theory and re- 
sources of versification ; him who, although not given to 
gushing spontaneity, was skilled in bringing the life and 
grace of his rhythm into dependence upon the spirit beneath. 

I found Sophomoros sitting upon a plateau of rock in 
the southeastern part of the grounds. It was large enough 
to accommodate a picnic-party, and was ornamented with 
moss, primroses, and blackberry-briers. It commanded a 
charming and imposing view of country scenery, from the 
Hudson River to Long- Island Sound. 

What are you doing? " I inquired abstractedly. 
Speculating in Fordham lots ; figuring in my mind 
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how New-York is going to look when it is finished with 
churches, colosseums, and hippodromes, as far as the eye 
can reach from this point. — Bye-the-bye, Mr. Poe had rather 
a cheerful home here," he continued, regarding the cottage 
and its strip of land with marked attention. '* I wonder if. 
in any of his most extravagant flights of fancy, he ever sus- 
pected the city of designs upon his poetical quiet ? For 
my part, I cherish Poe's memory with gratitude because of 
the little twist it gave my future. Vou see 1 had about 
madv* up my mind to be a genius — do a little of the tine 
frenzy myself. Then I blundered upon his * Philosophy of 
C'omjioNition,* and one glimpse of his picture of the 'vacil- 
lating < rudities of thought ' — the true puq)ose seized at 
the last moment, the innumerable glimpses of ideas that 
never arrived at the m.Uuritv of a full view, the fully matur- 
e<l fan( ies disc arded in despair as unmanageable, the cau- 
tioUN seleciions and rejections, the painful erasures and 
iniorpolations, the whccN. the tackle, and scene-shifting. 
and >tep-laddorN, and tiemon-traps — was sut?icient to con- 
vinco mj th.ii I sh mid rather be a j>rivate citizen." 

** ho you know or remember all the points in Poe*s his- 
t»>ry." I e\''laime«l with Niuhlen energy. ** He was bom 
under the •*iinny Nkie> of VirL:inia, and his inheritance was 
the Nirange waywardne-^N whiih has made his life a puzzle 
and a mystery to the .\orld. lie was left an orphan in child- 
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hood ; was adopted by a man of wealth ; was petted ; 
educated ; furnished with unusual facilities for study and 
travel ; supplied freely with money, and, unrestrained either 
by sound principle or discipline, actiuired luxurious, disso- 
lute, and reckless, instead of business habits ; and, when 
his large expectations vanished through his not having been 
named in the will of his so-called benefactor, he found 
himself illy able to coi)e with the necessities of exist- 
ence. He turned to literature without profound literary 
motives, and he had no tact in converting mental fruits into 
bank-accounts. His whole course was up-hill, and there 
was a drag attached to him.'* 

We left the rock at length and went back to the house, 
but it was only to ask for water from the well with its old- 
fashioned curb and windlass and very cranky crank. 

"That was Mr. Poe's cow-house over there,'* said the 
young woman, as she drew up the bucket, pointing with one 
hand toward a little stone inclosure some six feet square in 
the side of the lodge. Some chickens were playing about 
it, and a few clambering vines hung over the half-tumbling 
wall in a disappointed kind of way, as if regretting the roof 
which time had demolished. 

The mid-day sunbeams were dancing riotously among 
the trees and shrubs and newly-made flower beds as we took 
a long, lingering, and mute farewell of the poetical dwell - 
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ing-place, so fruitful in associations. He of the holy min- 
strelsy has slept his last sleep for a quarter of a century, but 
his world-wide reputation will only brighten and deepen as 
the years roll on. 

" Hark I ** interrupted Sophomoros, " do you not hear 
the bells ? *' " The past lies buried, but the poet's bells — 

How they ring I ** 

" Silver bells, 

What a world of merriment their melody foretells. 

How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 

On the icy air of night I 
While the stars that oversprinkle 
.Ml the heavens, seem to twinkle 
With a crystalline delight — 

Keeping time, time, time. 

In a sort of Runic rhvme 
To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells 
From the bells, bells, bells, bells, 

liells, bells, bells. 
From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells." 

Sophmoros ha<l risen to his feet and was looking above 
and around him as he rccitctl. ** Hark I '* he said, " the air 
is full of bells : " 

** The mellow wetlding bells 
(loldcn bells. 
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What a world of happiness their harmony foretells ; 
VV^hat a gush of sentiment volumitiously wells 
On the moon, 
All in tune ; 

How it wells 
How it swells 
How it dwells 
On the future ! how it tells 
Of the rapture that impels 
To the ringing and the swinging 
Of the bells, bells, bells. 

" Hear the loud alarum bells ! 

Brazen bells I 
What a tale of terror now their turbulency tells ! 
In the startled hour of night 
How they scream out their affright ! 
Too much horrified to speak 
They can only shriek, shriek. 

Out of tune — " 

" No ! the world is not on fire to-day : it is neither the 
alarum nor the '* 

*' Tolling bells, 

That a world of pleasant thought their 

Melody compels, 
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And yet the people, oh the people — 

They that dwell up in the steeple, 
AH alone, 
And who tolling, tolling, tolling. 
In that muflled monotone, 

Take delight in so rolling 
On the human heart a stone — 

They are beating time, time, time. 

In a sort of Runic rhyme 

To the throbbing of the bells — 

Of the bells, bells, bells— 

To the sobbing of the bells ; 
Oh the people 
In that steeple. 
Keeping time, time, time. 
In a pretty Runic rhyme — 

To the rolling of the l)ells 
Of the bells, bells, bells— 

To the tolling of the bells 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 

Hells, bells, bells, 
To the moaning and the groaning of the bcHs/' 

Was it the v()i< e of the laughing boy, or actual bells 
which dicti away in the musical cadency u|)on the soft sum- 
mer brec/e ? 
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A RHYME OF THE RAIN. 

ROSSITKR JOHNSON. 

{Rrati by th* Author.) 

|IK£ a blotch upon a beauty, 

Comes a cloud across the sky ; 
Like an unrelenting duty, 
Fall the rain-drops from on high ; 
Like death upon a holiday, 

Like sleigh-ride upon wheels, 
Like jilting on a jolly day. 
Like medicine at meals, 
Sets in a storm preposterous. 

Of every plan the bane ; 
Now sullen, and now boisterous. 
Malicious, mean, or roisterous, 
But always moist and moisture-ous, 
Forever on the gain. 
And never on the wane, 
Bringing sudden consternation, 
And a long-drawn botheration. 
To the men upon the house-top, and the cattle 
in the plain. 
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How it pours, pours, pours. 

In a never-ending sheet I 
How it drives beneath the doors I 

How it soaks the passer's feet ! 
How it rattles on the shutter ! 

How it rumples up the lawn ! 
How *twill sigh, and moan, and mutter. 

From darkness until dawn I — 
Making human life a burden, 

Making joy a flimsy wile. 
Making bondage seem a guerdon 
In the rainless fields of Egypt, by the clever 
river Nile. 



Vet how pleasantly the rain. 
With its delirate refrain. 

May sing away the sultriness of summer day 
or ni^ht I — 
Set the drooping grass a-springing, 
And the robin's throat a-ringing. 

Kill the meadow -lands with verdure, and the 
hills with jilistening light ! — 
Or in April, fi* kle-hearlod, 
Kre the c hill has .piite de|>arted. 
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That the frosts, and the snows, and the howling 
winds have brought. 
When all the signs of gladness 
Take a sombre linge of sadness. 

For (lays and deeds that come no more, and 
dreams that fell to naught ! 
Then, in half-unwelcome leisure, 
"I'ls a sort of solemn pleasure 
To sit beside the ingte. 
Or to lie beneath the shingle. 

And listen to the patter of the rain, rain, rain. 
To the drip, drip, drip. 
And the patter, patter, patter, 

t)n the roof, and the shutter, and the pane, 
pane, pane. 

Hut whether night or daytime, 
tn harvest-time or play-time. 
And whether pour or patter. 
The early rain or latter 
Reigns over human purpose, and plays with 

Sets mighty armies shouting. 
Sends little Cupid pouting, 
Turns trusting into doubting. 
And triumph into tears. 
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Oh ! sadly I remember 
One treacherous September, 

When the autumn equinoctial came a week or 
so too soon. 
I had started, with a cousin, 
For the church, among a dozen 
Maids and matrons who were airing 
The fall styles, and gayly wearing 

The very newest, sweetest thing in bonnets 
'neath the moon. 

And midway of the journey. 
Like a thousand knights in tourney. 
The levelled lances of the rain drove furious at 
our breast ; 
And the fall styles fell and wilted, 
( )n the dames so proudly kilted, 
.\nd by sudden transformation worse than 
worst bfc ame the best. 
Though 1 now am sere and yellow, 
I was then a valiant fellow, 
.Vnd estfciiKMl ir more a joy to serve the ladies 
llian to li\c. 
Imagiiu-, then, my feelings. 
Mid the slirinkings and the sipiealingSy 
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When my water-proof umbrella proved a 

sieve, sieve, sieve ! 
When my shiny new umbrella proved a sieve ! 
What a sorry lot of mortals 
Sat within the sacred portals, 
In their mermaid millinery looking sad, sad, sad ! 
Nothing dry except the sermon. 
Which discoursed on dews of Hermon 
And the streams which, saith the Scripture, do 
make glad, glad, glad ! 
So the preacher praised the waters 
To those mothers, wives, and daughters, 
Every dripping, draggled one of whom was 
mad, mad, mad ! 

And my bright and handsome cousin. 

Sweetest girl among the dozen, 
Or among a dozen dozen you might meet along 
the way, — 

Then a hopeful, sprightly lassie, 

Now, I fear, a little pass/e, — 
Dates the ruin of her chances from that rainy 
Sabbath-day. 

She had spent her last round dollar 

For the bonnet, gloves, and collar 
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That should have proved effective on the smart 
young pulpiteer ; 
But he rode home in the carriage 
Of her rival, and their marriage 
Was solemnized (my cousin's word) in less 
than half a year. 

But gladly I remember 
One crimson-hued September, 
When we strayed along the hedges and within 
the gorgeous wold ; 
A merry autumn party 
Of men and maidens hearty. 
Rejoicing in the foliage of scarlet and of gold ; 
And ere we thought of turning. 
Or saw a sign of warning. 
We heard upon the fallen leaves the footsteps 
of the rain. 
Awav went rules t ()nventi*)nal ! 
And I, with haste intentional. 
Just clajjped my good old broad-brim on the 
head of Annie Blaine. 
That e\temj)ori/ed umbrella 
Threw ( old water on a fellow 
Who w.iN ( ourting, in a la/y sort «)f way, Miss 
Annie Blaine ; 
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While it made me quite a gallant. 

And a fine young man of talent, 
In the eyes and estimation of the beauteous 
Annie Blaine. 

In the dreamy summer haze 

Of my far-off boyish days, 
I had chased the luring butterfly arross the 
grassy plain ; 

But I never threw my hat 

O'er a prize so fair as that 
When it sheltered, caught, and gave me, the 
lovely Annie Blaine. 

And I've blessed that genile rain 

Again and yet again, 
For the flowers it set blooming in my life ; 

For the crimson and the gold 

That adorn the little fold 
Where 1 find an autumn shelter with my wif 





OLD HULDAH. 

K. NORMAN CUNNISON. 

( Recited hy Jm/im Tk^m^M . ► 

HK fisherman stood all day by the beach — 
Stood where the breakers thundered in 
And heard the sound of the sea-bird's screech. 
And dash of waves on the rocks of Lvnn. 

** The storm is fierce/* said the fisher old ; 

" And the wind is wild/' the fisher said, 
** The ro< ks are sharp, and the shore is bold, 

Where the p'int makes out from Marblehead. 

" And ev'ry ship that is now at sea, 

Hound in to Lynn or to Marblehead, 
Must keej) the light three p'ints on the lee, 

< )r be wrecked/' So the fisher said. 

Hut not a pilot ventured out — 

The storm was fierce and the wind was wild, 
An<l the daring pilot, swart and stout 

Stiil thought of home and his wife and child — 
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Thought of them both as the wind made moan, 
The wind made moan to the breaker's shock ; 

For the world is hard to the left alone — 
Harder than any New-England rock. 

So the fisher waited by the shore, 

Hearing the waves and the breaker's din, 

And just at dusk, mid the tempests roar, 
The good ship Etna came sailing in. 

Staysails set and her courses furled, 
Close-reefed topsail upon her main 

To and fro was the good ship hurled 
Over the ocean's watery plain, 

Plain no longer, for mountain waves 

Broke the sea into furrows vast ; 
The white-caps rose over countless graves 

As the tempest thundered past. 

Up spoke Huldah, the fisher's wife : 
Brown old dame of the fishing-coast, 

" Where's the pilot I Every life 
Is saved if he keeps his post." 
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** There is no pilot at sea to-night,'* 
Said Abner Jackson, the skipj)er's son, 

While over the water came the light 
And booming crash of a signal-gun. 

** Heavens I They are fetching past the land- 
Past the p'int ; they will strike the rock ! ** 

Said Jothan Davis. Close at hand 
Came a crash and a rending shock. 

'* Man the life-boat I " No man stirred : — 

( )ver the din of wind and wave, 
Over the tempest's strife, was heard 

Save ! but no human hand could save. 

Clinging to the wave-washed deck. 

Men and women in wild despair 
Sent their jileading from off the wreck, 

Shudilcring on the startle*! air. 

Then spoke HuMah, the fisher's wife 
" Does not a man to save them dare! 

\N ill ve stand lor a wc)rtiilcss life 

While they c ry in their wild despair } 
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" Shame on ye men ! A woman's hand 
Shall do the deed ye dare not tr>- ! 

Who*]] go with me from off the land ?" 
" I will ! and I ! and I ! and I ! 

There they stood in the dying light, 
Down by the boat with oars in hand, 

Five brave women — a braver sight 
Never before was seen on land. 

Up spoke gruffly Old Fisher Ben, 
Scarred old Triton of the sea ; 

** Man that boat ! Such a sight, my men. 
Never on earth was seen by me. 



i( 
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All we can do at worst is die. 
Better die," the old Triton said, 
rhan to live as cowards 'neath the eye 
Of the women of Marblehead." 



Abner Jackson then stepped out. 

Jothan Davis, and Skipper Ben, 
Bijah Norcross and Ireson Stout — 

That, they felt was the place for men. 
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Out past the point, where, mountain-high. 
Crested billows in foam were tost. 

Sometimes plain on the stormy sky. 
Sometimes hidden, and sometimes lost, 

Round the point on the stormy wave 

They reach the rock and gain the wreck ; 
Kverv life thev seek to save 

m m 

Safe is taken from off the deck. 

And now strain hard, the goal is near, 
Ka( h hand presses a bending oar. 

Shout, ( ) fishermen I cheer on cheer — 
Shout, for thev have reached the shore. 

Shout for the women of Mari)lehead I 





MAID OF ATHENS 



LORD BYRON. 




(Sung by Mr. Wiiliam Courtney.) 

AID of Athens ere we part 

Give, oh, give me back my heart ; 
Or, since that has left my breast, 
Keep it now, and take the rest : 

By those tresses unconfined, 

Wooed by each ^^{gean wind, 
By those lids whose jetty fringe 

Kiss thy soft cheek's blooming linge 
By those wild eyes like the roe, 

Hear my vow before I go. 

Maid of Athens I I am gone ; 

Think of me, sweet, when alone, 
Tho* I fly to Istamboiil, 

Athens holds my heart and soul. 
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MARY STUART AND MARIE ANTOINETTE* 

MISS MINNIE SWAYZE. 

( Kemii hy the A mtk0r,\ 

\\V. execution of the (^ueen of the Scots has been 
so many times described, painter and poet and 
historian have so often delineated it, that it is as 
familiar to most rea(iers as a nursery tale. The cold, gray 
morning l)reaks over the castle where, after sixteen years of 
prison pining, the wavward (Jueen has come at last to the 
end tif her perturbed life. All then, or almost all, is fmished 
—she In telling her last beads, she is murmuring her last 
pr.'.vers. she is writing the last pages which the weary hand 
shall ever trare. All her j>l()ts and plans, all the allurements 
of Ikt beauty, all the sweet fa^rinations of a tongue which 
h.i»l misled lo ruin so many gallant gentlemen, are over 
n'»\\. Shre\%Nbury and Kent have < ome down with the war- 
ram ol exeiution She has "thanked (iod that her suffer- 
ings are now sn nrar .v^ end " As a last effort of a gnu:e 
whii h never faileil her. nJic has drainetl one cup of wine to 
her weeping scrvaniN With a wtuiian's fastidiousness, she 

• l'\lf."i».l Ui'iii .» Ifvtim •»!» " W.ini.in in the Puq>lc." 
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has made her last toilette ; not now to lure princes, not now 
to beguile embassadors, not now to please the gallant who 
for the time has arrested her fleeting fancy. Earthly courts 
and kings are nothing to her now — she stands upon the 
threshold of the final and greatest tribunal — she is soon to 
come into the presence of an omnipotent and omniscient 
Judge. She whose girlhood was spent in the jovous 
levity of French palaces, has, after only forty-four years of 
life — and of such a life ! come to her last hour — and such 
an hour ! to the grim and ghastly end of all. She died as 
she had lived — beautiful but inflexible, with something of 
the scenic brilliancy which she loved — grave but still grace- 
ful — (jueen and lady to the last ! 

Through all the strange drama of the French Revolu- 
tion, almost from its cold philosophical morning to its im- 
|>erial close, there glides a sweet and fascinating figure — 
|>ale Austria's purple flower — the ill-destined daughter of 
the Caesars There is an affecting story, when obsequious 
courtiers brought to the Dauphin and his girlish wife intelli- 
gence of the demise of Louis the Fifteenth, that both fell 
upon their knees and besought the guidance of (iod — ** We 
arc so young," they said, "to reign." It was as if there 
had come to them, through some mysterious influence, a 
foreboding of the fate awaiting them. It is hard to judge 
the conduct of any unhappy queen with cool and judicial 
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accuracy — it is especially hard when the penalty has been 
out of all proportion to her offenses. It was a feeling of 
the substantial and coarse injustice with which Marie Antoi- 
nette had been treated by a nation making unusual preten- 
tions to chivalry and refinement, which inspired the magnifi- 
rent rhetoric of Hurke, and drew from him a tribute to her 
beauty and her sufferings which the pride and pomp of an 
unchallenged and cloudless reign could hardly have inspir- 
ed. He had seen her at Versailles, ** glittering like the 
morning star, full of life, splendor and joy," and in her fall 
his poetic nature read " the glory of Europe extinguished 
f<jrever." There is something startling in the contrast sug- 
gested by the jioetical Lamartine when he described her as 
*'a real daugluer of the Tyrol " — the contrast between the 
noisome squalor of her prison, surrounded by the ruins of 
the monarchy, and the fresh, free air of the everlasting hills. 
There is hanlly any biography so full as hers of incon- 
gruous vi<issitiides ; and perha|» no woman since the crea- 
tion of the world ever suffered so much in the same way. 
When she was but a babe the storms of the Austrian mon- 
archy raged about her i radio, and she was one of the chil- 
dren exhibited by Maria Theres i in her sore and desperate 
strait to her loy.il Hungarians. 'The neck which was severed 
by the <Tiiel axe hid l»een renowned throughout Europe for 
its rlej:an( e ; she who bent sadly in the ignominious cart 
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on her way to the guillotine, had been remarkable for the 
grace of her movements ; the light brown hair which she 
rut off on that last dark morning, had grown gray with un- 
speakable sorrow ; and the sovereign who had once been 
first of all her bright court in the taste and freshness of her 
toilette, made the journey from her dungeon to her doom in 
a tattered dress which her poor, thin fingers had striven in 
vain to darn into decencv. 

It is hardly possible to read without indignant tears 
the narrative of the torture and the ignominy to which this 
lady was subjected. Her death might have been necessary 
for the Republic, but not this studied and ingenious insult, 
this purposeless and savage cruelty, this gratuitous and 
ghastly degradation. She had been at one [)eriod of her 
reign frivolous and perhaps undignified ; she had lieen a 
good wife but not a wise one ; her mistakes, many and im- 
|>ortant, cost her husband his throne and his life : but her's 
had not been the vices which should provoke popular indig- 
nation, nor hers the crimes which can be pleaded in ex- 
tenuation of popular cruelty. On the contrary, there was 
much in her conduct and character which would have aj)- 
[>ealed in her behalf to a mob only a little less frenzied and 
ferocious. Suddenly emancipated from the rigorous eti- 
quette of the Austrian court, she relished the comparative 
freedom of Versailles, and perhaps thought too lightly, at a 
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time when royalty was falling into disrepute, of the forms and 
modes and shows of state. For the rest, she was a goini 
mother, a kind mistress and a constant friend. Vet with 
all the merits which these lilies suggest, and with other^ 
which ii is unnecessary to mention, it is im])Ossible to deny 
that Marie Antoinette meddled with public affairs only \o 
mar ihem, and made almost everv mistake which circum- 
stances rendered possible. She does not appear to have 
had the least genius for the business of reigning. Her in- 
iluenrc over the Kinjj wa^i unlimited, yet she brought him 
neither wisdom, policy nor su<<ess. She could never for- 
jict that at one time she had been popular. If she favored 
a reform tn-<Liy, she bilierly opposed it on the morrow. 
The nijbility about her were naturally imprudent and head- 
long — slu- made lliem doublv so bv her countenance and 
jiersuasion*-. At an hour when sately, peace, reconciliation 
;in*l tlie per|K-luily of the throne dLj)ended ujKjn her doing 
nothing, she was spe< ially busy ; and she persisted in obtrud- 
in}i luTsfjf, when her « «M.pcrati«»n iiuile failure a necessity. 
r<» iuvuke Austrian inttT\ention was madness — and she 
iTiv.jked it. r«» Mtiempl llii^ht was f^iHv — and she at- 
tempted it. r«» «.ppi)^e the m.irini: title of democratic 
inu«»\ali(»n w.i^ deaiii -and sju- (ippo^ed it. While she 
s. iiii^ht to Na\e the thmm- by < unspirai ies no better than 
\\M k-st.iiFN an<i bnl-« lianiber mirij^ues. the gigantic destinies 
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of the hour overwhelmed her and hers, and swept all away 
in a torrent of blood. We pity and we sympathize, but we 
cannot approve, and sometimes we cannot respect. We feel 
that the timidity and indecision of the king might have been 
profitably shared by this courageous woman. Destruction 
at last was in the false courage with which she inspired him. 
and her very efforts to preserve his dignity resulted in the 
most terrible of historical humiliations. 

The trial of the Queen, marked as it was by atrocious 
indignities, was probably harder for her to endure than the 
execution which opened to the weary prisoner the gates of 
Heaven and restored to her a murdered husband. Of these 
two scenes, each tragic in the extreme, the last is the least 
painful to consider. Both, however, melt and merge into 
each other for scant shrift was allowed the victim of hatred 
and popular insanity. She passed from the judgment-hall 
back to her prison, at four in the morning, just as day 
began to dawn, and sitting down, the most utterly lonely and 
forsaken of women, she wrote her last letter to her siMcr, 
asking nothing except that her orphans might he tenderly 
cared for. Then she prayed ; then for some hours she 
slept ; then awaking, she dressed herself for her death. 
Never had queen an humbler attendance, and never was 
tire-woman less needed by a queen. The daughter of her 
jailer helped her a little to adjust her hair. Then she 
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threw off the black robe which she had worn since the death 
of Louis, and put on a poor, patched, threadbare gown of 
white. In her white cap she left a single black ribbon as 
the token of her widowhood. Thus arrayed for the guil- 
lotine, she waited the summons, while the scum of Pari.sian 
women thronged about the gratings, thirsting for the blood 
of the Austrian. Her journey in the ignominious cart to 
the place of execution has been a hundred times described, 
and the least vivid description it is hardly possible to read 
without tears. The air was full of insulting cries — " Live 
the Republic ! " ** Place for the Austrian I " " Room for 
the Widow Capet ! " The jolting of the cart — for her poor 
hand^ were bound — rendered it difficult for her to keep her 
seat. " Those are not your ( ushions of Trianon," screamed 
the mob. No tears moistened her swollen eyes, until the 
carl stopped, for a moment, before the garden gate of the 
I'uilleries — the s<-ene of her royal greatness — and then the 
s( aiding drops fell upon the knees abf»ve which her head 
was liciiding. Standing upon the )>lat form awaiting her exc- 
< utioner who ircinblc<l nic)re than she did, she looked to- 
wards the tower of the Temple where her children were ; 
" .\dieu," she said. " I p) to rejoin your father!" Though 
she knelt and uttered a half audible prayer, something of 
the great soul of her mother animated her in that dread 
hour — she seemed to dcspJNe her murtlerers and to be eager 
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for her last moment. The axe falls ; France is forever dis- 
honored ; put to shame forever in history, not by the crime 
of this needless outrage, but by the thousand hateful cir- 
cumstances which attended it — disgraced not by the deed 
itself, but by the savage mania which prohibited a natural 
remorse and a human grief at such a torture and at such a 
death. In the presence of so dark a fate, criticism pauses 
and censure is dumb, faults are forgotten and we think only 
of the wife, the widow and the mother. Hers was indeed 
the broadest and the bitterest revenge in history — for no 
wild democrat of either sex raised hand or voice against 
her who will not be detested by the race to the end — who 
will not be hated of women and abhorred of men, until 
time shall be no more. 
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THE IRISHMAN'S PANORAMA 



JAMFS S. BrRDETT. 




A DIES and gintlemen : In the foreground over 
thare yer'll observe Vinegar Hill, and should yer be 
goin* by that way some day, yer moight be fatigued, 
an' if yer ar' yer'll foind at the fut o* the hill a nate little cot 
kept by a man name McCarty, who, be the way, is as foine 
a lad as yor'll male in a day's march. I see by the hasp on 
the door thil M( Carty's out, or I'd take yes in an* introduce 
yer. A foine, noble, ginerous fellar this McCarty, shure, 
an* if he had but the wan peratie he'd give yer half it, an* 
phot's more, he'd thank yer for takin' it. (Move the crank, 
fames. MunIc be the bagpipes, Larry.) 

l.ailies an' gintlemen : We've now arrived at a beautiful 
shpoi, siiuatcd about iwinty moiles this side o' Linierick. 
To the left o\cr iharc yer'll see a hut be the side of which is 
sated a lady an' gintleinan ; well, as 1 was goin' that way 
wan day. the following t <>nvcr>ation I heard *twixt him an' 
her. Says she to him : " James, it's a shame for yer to be 
ratin' me so — vcr moiml the lime ver came to mc father's 
lastle a-beggin* !" ** Ver father's castle, me woifc ? shure 
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ycr could shtand on the outside, stick yer arm down the 
chimney, pick peraties out o* the pot, and divi] a partition 
betwixt you and the hogs but shtraw I (Move the crank, 
James, etc.) 

Ladies and gintlemcn : We are now arrived at the 
beautiful and classical Lakes of Killarney. Thare's a 
curious legend connected wid dcse lakes that I mus* relate 
to yer. it is that every avenin*, at foor o'clock in the after- 
noon, a beautiful swan is seen to make its ai)pearancc, and 
while movin' along transcendcntly and glidelessly, ducks its 
limbs, skips under the water, and yer*ll not sec him again till 
the next afternoon. (Turn the crank, James, etc.) 

Indies and gintleman : We have no' arrived at another 
beautiful shpot, situated about thirteen an' a half miles this 
side of Coruk. This is a grate place, noted for shportsmen, 
an* phile shtopping over thare at the Hotel de Finney, the 
following tilt of a conversation occurred betwixt Mr. Mul- 
dooney, the waiter, and meself. I says to him, says I, 
" Mully, ould boy, will you have the kindness to fetch me 
in the mustard ?** an' he was a long time bringin' it, an* 1 
opportuned him for kapin* me, and says he to me, says he, 
** Mr. McCune (that's me), I notice that you take a great 
dale of mustard wid your male.** " I do," says 1. Says he. 
** 1 notice that you lake a blame sight of male wid your 
mustard.'* (Move the crank, James, etc.) 
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Ladies and gintlemen : Hefore 1 close my Panarammat 
V\\ show you one more picture. 

While travelling in the States, some years ago, for the 
benefit of my health, I took the cars for Chin-chin-nat-ti, 
State of Oh ho-ho, on me way to Mont-real and Queber- 
que, in Can-a-da down the river Saint Larry o mae, till a 
place called Huff-lo, after which I struck a party going 
about eighteen an' a half miles north, till a place celebrated 
for its great waterfall, an* called Ni-a-ga-ra. 

While passin', by the Falls wan evenin* I overheard the 
followin' remarks j)ass between a lady an* gintleman. Says 
he to her, ** Mary Ann,** says he, " cast your eyes up on 
that ledge of rocks, and see that vast body of water a-rushin* 
down over the precipice. Isn't that a great curiosity ?** 
** I know that," says she, ** but fou'dent it be a greater 
curiosity if they'd all turn round and pass back again ?** 

(James, turn the < rank. Larry, give us " Home, Swate 
Home.'*) 
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FOR CUPID DEAD. 

I.oriSE CHANDLER MOri.TON. 

\Rfad by the Autkar.) 

HEN love is dead, what more but funeral riles, — 
To lay his sweet corse lovingly to rest, 
To cover him with rose and eglantine, 
And all fair posies that he loved the best ? 

What more, but kisses for his close-shut eyes. 
His cold, still lips that never more will speok, — 

His hair, too bright for dust of death to dim. 
The flush scarce faded from his frozen check ? 

What more, but tears that will not warm his brow. 
Although they burn the eyes from whence they start ? 

No bitter weeping or more bitter words 

Can rouse to one more throb that j)ulseless heart. 

So dead he is, who once was so alive ! 

In summer, when the ardent days were long. 
He was as warm as June, as gay and glad 

As any bird that swelled its throat with song. 

So dead ! yet all things were his ministers, — 
All birds and blossoms, and the joyous June : 

Would they had died, and kept sweet Love alive ! 
Since he is gone, the world is out of tunc. 





MEW-YEAR eREETINO. 

ISABELLA f.KANT MKREDITH. 

( Kead hy the A utkor . > 

TEN-night since, 1 had a wondrous vision, 
A strange experience — exceeding queer I 
On me was laid a most peculiar mission. 

As ril relate, an' it please you to hear. 

* 

Hush'd was the solemn swell of the great organ, 

Fled the last echo of its symi)hony. 
Spell-bound by music's merlin — Mr. Morgan, 

Who on the silent keys had turned the kev. 

A sense of scents balsamic hgver'd round me ; 

Fir, hemlock, hollies, mystic mistletoes, 
With subtle magic wove a web around me ; — 

You'll say that I was dreaming — I suppose ! 

Tho* Homer nod, not I, yet whiles I do muse. 

Ere night, *mid Heaven's star-cressets sets her torch ; 

I would not you should think, like Goody Two-Shoes 
I fell asleep and dreaming — in the church ! 



t 
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The Christmas-lido was spent : its pleasant phases 
Vet lingered, like a charm of tricksy sprites. 

Its wreathed smiles, and greens, its games, and graces, 
its gifts, gauds, wassail, waits, and dear delights. 

Its joy that to the world was given a Master, 
A realmless King, a Prince without a crown. 

Til whom, with gifts, gold, spice and alabaster. 
The orient kings in homage bowed them down. 

lUit *iwa> a ten -night later, as aforesaid. 

When that unwonted sight my vision bless'd ; 
What lime, thro* twilight skies, bright Venus coursed 
ro t a^t herself upon the young moon's breast. 

.\ preity babe was in his cradle lying : 

I'webe stately dames the lender infant nurst ; 

Horn wa** he. eVn a^ the old ye.ir lay dying, 
A I >lroke of miilninht, lanuarv hrsi. 

Ills h»«rt)Monc, y .i>t by ^ome t>ld magii ian. 

Forcioid h:m ii'.rbulcnt — >I stormy mood. 
Nathlc^N. nu::;'>iJjhi ihat babv, in mv vision, 

\!l thai tlurc in ot pK-.!<an:. *»wcet and giKxi. 



'± 
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Around him, lavish strown, lay many a blossom, 

The edelweis, and mystic roses blue, 
Twined close, and crush 'd against that tender bosom 

With darksome sprays of melancholy yew. 

Methought his hands held largess of successes, 
Of orange garlands, laurel wreaths, and bays ; 

Meanwhile the dames amidst their fond caresses, 
(rossiped of this, and that — all in his praise. 

His ancient lineage ; how, ere rocks Laurentian 
Were formed, it flourished, and in brilliance play'd 

O'er eozoic days, — I scarce need mention 
Long ere the man of river-drift was made. 

Or that cave-denizen — the first ascetic. 

Who cared for naught but fire, and flint, and bone ; 
Things comprehended well, by the -4isthelic. 

But Greek and Hebrew unto me, I own. 

Up spake the child ; his sentiments invested 
In dialect all vowels, — precious sweeting I 

Which meant, interpreted. His Grace recjuested 
That I, to you, would bear his loving greeting. 
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Sure, never was so wise a child, or witty I 

He i)romised belles, boquets, balls, billets-doux^ 

Wealth, wit, .4Csthetics, fame, to Jersey City, 

And wedding-wreaths, and rings to — you know who ! 

He grieves the best gift gone — she smiles before us I — 
The choicest bloom pluckt from his natal bower. 

In this pale princess of the Tuscaroras, 

Ka-lci-tci-sta-kwast, meaning " beauteous flower." 

This princess who has words more clear and clever 
Than my poor muse can either think or sing ; — 

And, while 1 live, I never shall know — never. 
Why she has also asked of me this thing. 

To }^ivc you greeting — the new-year's kind greeting. 
For all the crowding hours that come anon. 

To wish you sieatlt'ast joys, your sorrows fleeting. 
And bid you (iod-Npce<l, a> your days go on. 

May the blue roses blossom for you, twining 

lirighi bowers in fancy's rcjlm — that moon-loved maze ! 

The fair ideal of the soul enshrining. 
With ^la<l to-morrow s. and dear yesterdays. 
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When wave the yew's funereal branches slender. 

O'er some dark hour most full of grief and ill, 
May hope's star pierce the gloom, its ray of splendor 

With comfort fraught, and bringing blessing still. 

Time is my tedions rhyme should here have ending: 
May all good things and pleasant with you dwell. 

Gifts, graces, blessedness, your days attending : 
Thus, O my friends, I greet you, Farc-you-wcll I 





MYTHS OF THE IROQUOIS. 



MRS. KKMINNIK A. SMITI!. 



" Let UN revert: ihem — 
These uIMwcxkI le{*eii<lN, 
Horn «if the camp-rire. 
Let ihem he hantied 
Down to our children — 
Richest of heirlooms. 
No land may claim them : 
'ri)cv are ours c^nlv. 
Like our t;rand rivcn» 
Like our vast prairies. 
Like our dead heroes." 

Ai DRirH. 

I III instinctive desire in man to fathom the great 
m\ stery of human life ; to solve the enigma of 
'* wlien. e he came and whither he goeth ; " to com- 
jireheinl the beginning anil history of the dim, prehistoric 
|»ast. ami the more undefined future : and to account for the 
ni.irvels ever presented to his senses, has in all times excited 
the imagination and i>riginated s{)e< ulatiim. To account 
for all the ]du*nomeiKi ot* life and nature, the human mind 
has seized upon every analogy suggesting the slightest clue 
to their solution. In the statement of these analogies they 
lia\e gradually iKtoine formulated into tales, or accounts of 
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supposed events — these only varying with the temperament 
of the narrator or the exigencies of the locality, where, oft 
repeated, they have in time been recorded on the hearts and 
minds of the people either as myths or folk-lore embodying 
the fossilizeil knowledge and ideas of a previous age, misin- 
terpreted, perhaps, by those who have inherited them. 

For the ethnologist who would trace in mythology the 
growth of the human mind, nowhere in this directicm i> the 
harvest so rich and over-ripe as among the aborigines of our 
own countrv who have hardlv passed the boundaries of the 
charmed mytheopic age ; and among these, none are as rich 
in this love of ** faded metaphors " as their highest type, the 
Iroquois, with whom even the language containing this 
wealth of folk-lore will soon disap|)ear — lost through its 
contact with American civilization. 

To what dignity this folk-lore might have attained hnd 
these people been left to reac h a lettered civilization for 
themselves, we cannot know ; but juduing from the historv 
of other peoples, their first < hroniciers would have a( ( ei>ted 
as facts many of these oral traditi<ms whi( h none ( ould 
have disproved and much tended to corroborate. 

For our grandfather Hih-nunh, the Thunderer, say 
they, was gifted with powers which he used solely for the 
benefit of mortals : hand-in-hand with his brother, the West- 
Wind, he brought from the black cloutls the vivifying rain 
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and from his abode under the great Niagarian cataract (at 
that lime a mighty cave reaching from shore to shore), he 
issued forth and with his crushing bolt destroyed the great 
sea monster which, poisoning the waters, sent abroad a 
deadly pestilence ; in proof of all this were not the bone^ of 
his vi( lims. the giant lizards, often discovered ? When thi> 
earthly miNsion of Hih-nunh was accomplished, a power- 
ful ( urrciu of water destroved his terrestrial home, the 
sj)acious watery ( ave, and he took up his alK)de in the 
skv. 

Then < anie the race of i>ygmies, small in stature but 
mighty in >kill anil <leeds, >\ho carved out the beauties of 
ro( k, ( liff. and <ave, and were endowed with the mightier 
power of (k-^troying monster land-animals which infested 
the forest, en<langering the life of man. 

And did not clilf. ro( k, and grotto attest the skill of 
tliat departed race, and »li<l not the exhumed bones of giant 
animals bear a^ perfe< t \siinesN to their former existence and 
power and the trutli <»f tliis lore, as did the ** Homo diluvix 
testis " of a ( entury au«» « ont'irm the story of the deluge. 

The historian uh«» treats of Rome does not disdain to 
tell vis that its founder Ronmliis ;ind his twin-brother were 
in their infant y thrown into the I iber by order of Aumulius, 
but that the ^ods wln) Iki«1 ordained his destiny stopi>ed the 
river in its < ourse and. sendiu^ the she-wolf to nourish the 
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rescued infant, he was preserved to become the founder of 
Rome and of the Roman people. 

Josephus tells us that Japhet had seven sons, and from 
Ivan, the fairest, the (Grecians were derived. The Hebrew 
race, reaching further into the past, claim Adam and Eve as 
their ancestors. 

So also the Iroquois has his ideas of an origin of the 
human race which includes also the creation of the Spirits 
of (iood and Kvil. It was in the great past when deep 
waters covered all the earth. The air was fdled with birds 
and great monsters were in possession of the waters, when a 
beautiful woman was seen falling from the sky. J'hen 
huge ducks gathered in council and resolved to meet this 
wonderful creature and break the force of her fall. So ihev 
arose and, with pinion overlapping jiinion. unitedly rei eive«l 
the dusky burden. Then the monsters of the deep aKo 
gathered in council to decide which should receive lliisc elcs- 
tial being and protect her from the terrors of the water, but 
none was able except a giant tortoise who volunteered to 
endure this lasting weight upon his bac k ; there she was 
gently placed, while he, constantly increasing in size, soon 
became a large island. 'J'win boys were at length given to 
the world's great mother — one being, the Spirit of (Iood, who 
made all things good and caused the maize, fruit, and to- 
bacco to grow ; the other was the Spirit of Evil, who created 
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the thistle and all vermin. Ever the world was increasing 
in size, although occasional (luakings were felt, caused by the 
efforts of the monster tortoise to stretch out his extensors, 
or 1)V the contraction of his muscles. 

After the lapse of ages from the time of this general crea- 
tion. Ta-rhun-hia-wah-hun, the Sky-Holder, resolved upon a 
spe( ial creation of a race which should surpass all others in 
hcMUty, bras cry, and strength ; so from the bosom of the 
great inland 'ra-rhun-hia-wah-hun brought out the six 
pair> \vhi( h were destined to bet ome the greatest of all 
people. 

The riiN( aroras tell u>. that the first pair was left 
near a izreai river now railed the Mohawk. The se<M>nd 
f.iuiily wa-^ :liri'< le<l to make its home by the side of a big 
stone ; their de"'< endaius have been termed the Oneida s. 
\noilier pair was left on a higli hill and have ever been 
r.illed the < )nonda^as, ;jpd thus ea( h pair was left with care- 
ful inst rut lions in different p.iris (»f what is now known as 
thr S! Jte of N: w-V'ork. e\<"ept the Ttiscaroras who were 
taken up the Ko.innke Ri\er into North Tarolina where I'a- 
rh'.in-hia-wah-h'.m alsD look up his abode, teaching them 
m.my useful ari> before his ilej)arture. This, say they, ac- 
< o:;nis f«»r the sMp ■ii«)rity •>! the Tuscaroras. But each of 
thr six tribes will tell yoj that his own was the favored one 
with whom Skv-Hohler ma«le hi- terrestrial home, while the 
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Onondagas claim that their possession of the council-fire 
prove them to have been the chosen people. 

I^ter, as the numerous families became scattered over 
the State, some lived in localities where the bear was the 
principal game, and were called from that circumstance the 
Clan of the Bear ; others where the beaver were trapped, and 
they were called the Beaver Clan ; and for similar reasons the 
Snipe, Deer, Wolf, ^Tortoise, and Kel clans received their 
appellations. 

One of the Bear Clan relates that once on a lime a 
sickly old man, covered with sores, entered an Indian village 
l*'here, over each wigwam, was placed the sign of the clan of 
its possessor, the beaver skin denoting the Heaver, the deer 
skin the Deer Clan, and so forth. At each of these wig- 
wams had the old man applied in vain for food and a night's 
lodging, but his repulsive appearance rendered him an object 
of scorn, and the Wolf, the Tortoise, and the Heron had 
bidden the old man to ** |)ass on." At length, tired and 
weary, he arrived at a wigwam where a bear-skin betokened 
the clanship of its owner. This he found inhabited by a 
kind-hearted woman who immediately refreshed him with 
food and spread out skins for his bed. Then she was in- 
structed by the old man to go in search of certain herbs, 
which she prepared according to his directions, and through 
their efficacy he was soon healed. Then he commanded 
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that she should treasure up this secret. A few days after 
he sit kened with a fever, and again commanded a search for 
other herbs, and was agam healed. This being many times 
repeated, he at last told his benefactress that his mission was 
ar< umplishcd, and that she was now endowed with all the 
secrets for curing disease in .ill its forms, and that before 
her wigwam should grow a hemlock tree whose branches 
should above all others reach high into the air, to signify 
that the bear shoultl take j>rccedence of all other clans and 
that s'p.c and her clan >houKl increase and muhijily. 

Iroquois tradition tells us that the sun and moon cx- 
i>ted before the « reaii(»n of the earth, but the stars had all 
been in')rials or f.ivured animals and birds. Curious indeed 
are tlic nu ih-* regarding these transfi)rmations. 

Seven little Indian boys were once accustomed to bring 
at e\e tluir ( orn anti beauN to a little mound, upon the lop 
of whii h. after their least, the sweetest of their singers would 
Ml aud Ning for IiIn mates w]u> dant ed around the mound. 
( )n »»iu- o« ^asiun tin v resoheij on a more sumptuous feast, 
and ea« h wa> to » untiib-.ite toward a ^avory soup. But the 
parents refused ilu ni the neetled > ipj»lies and they met for a 
feasiless dan* e. I heir Iieads and hearts grew lighter as 
tlu\ llew around ihi* um ind until, sjddenlv. the whole com- 
pan\ \, hirled ott int«' I he a:r. The inconsolable parenls 
c,ille<l in \ain fi>r them to return, it was ttK) late; higher 
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and higher they arose, whirling around their singer, until, 
transformed into bright stars, they took their places in the 
firmament where, as the Pleiades, they are dancing still, the 
brightness of the singer, however, having been dimmed on 
account of his desire to return to earth. 

A party of hunters were once in pursuit of a bear when 
they were attacked by a monstrous stone giant, and all but 
three were destroyed. The three, together with the bear, 
were carried by invisible spirits up into the sky, where the 
bear can still be seen pursueil by the first hunter with his 
bow, the second with the kettle, and the third, who, further 
behind, is gathering .sticks. Only in the fall do the arrows 
of the hunter pierce the bear, when his dripj»ing blood 
tinges the autumn foliage. Then for a time he is invisible, 
but afterwards reappears. 

An old man, despised and rejected by his people, took 
his bundle and staff and went up into a high mountain. 
where he began singing the death-chant. 'J'hose below who 
were watching him saw him slowly rising into the air, his 
chant ever growing fainter and fainter, until it fmally ceased 
as he took his place in the heavens, where his stooping 
figure, staff and bundle have ever since been visible, and 
are pointed out as Na-ge-t( i (the old man). 

An old woman, gifted with the power of divination, wa»i 
unhappy because she could not also foretell when the worltl 
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would come to an end. For this she was transported 
to the moon, where to this day she is clearly to be seen 
weaving a forehead strap. Once a month she stirs the 
boiling kettle of hominy before her, during which occupa- 
tion the cat, ever by her side, unravels her net, and so she 
must continue until the end of time — for never until then 
will her work be finished. 

As the pole-star was ever the Indian's guide, so the 
northern lights were ever to him the indication of coming 
events. Were they white, frosty weather would follow ; if 
yellow, disease and pestilence, while red predicted war and 
bloodshed, and a mottled sky in the spring-time was ever 
the harbinger of a good corn season. 

When engaged in wars with different nations the voice 
of the K( h()-( iod served for signals, as it would only respond 
to the calls of the Iro<iuois. .\t the edge of evening it was 
u^ed by them to call in those who were out on the war-path. 
When the warrior would whoop the Kcho-God would take it 
up and carry it on through the air, the opponents not being 
able to hear it. as this was the s)>ecial god of the six nations. 
Therefore, when they had gained a great victory, a dance 
was hehl to give prai>e to ihi^ g(nl. When enemies were 
killed their vi<'tnr> « ailed out a^ many times as there were 
persons killed, the « ry being "(loh-weh ! (ioh-weh !" (I'm 
telling you) These wnriN ilu- K<ho-(lod totik up and 
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repeated. But if one of their own tribe was killed, they 
called " Oh-weh ! Oh-weh I " meaning our own. 

After any of these signals were given, all assembled to- 
gether to hold council and make arrangements for an attack 
or pursuit. Then were sent out runners who also pro- 
claimed ; if no response was made by the Kcho-God it 
was an omen that they should not start, but they continued 
calling, and if the god still remained silent a ser\'ice was 
held to ask the cau.se of his anger. 

When a warfare was ended victoriously a dance was 
held to the Echo-(iod, and the nations assembled to rejoice, 
but first to mourn for the dead and decide on the fate of the 
captives. As the Echo-Ciod was never called upon except 
in cases of emergencies during warfare, now, since wars are 
over, the feast and dance to the Echo-Ciod have ceased to be 
a part of the Iroquois ceremonies. 

A hunter in the woods was once caught in a thunder 
shower, when he heard a voice calling upon him to follow. 
This he did until he found himself in the clouds, the height 
of many trees from the ground, and surrounded by human 
beings in appearance, with one among them who seemed to 
be their chief. He was told to look below and tell whether 
he could discern a huge sea-serpent. Replying in the nega- 
tive, the old man annointed his eyes, after whi( h he could 
see the monster in the depths below him. They then 
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ordered one of their number to try and kill this enemy to 
the human race ; upon his failing the hunter was told to 
accomplish the feat ; he accordingly drew his bow and killed 
the foe. He was then <'onducted to the place where he 
was ])rotecting himself from the storm which had now 
< eased. 

This was man's first a<(ptaintance with the Thiinder- 
(iod and his assistants, and by it he learned that they were 
friendly towards the human race and protected it from 
dragons, Nca-serpent^ and other enemies. 

It was the t ustom at tliat season for the medicine-men 
to ;^o about demanding gift^ of the jieople, but an icy figure 
hatl also apjH-ared <lcmanding a man as a sacrifice ; where- 
u[M)n the 'riiiiiider-( iod wa-^ apj»ealed to, and he came to the 
resc ue with his as>istjnts, and c luisod the figure far into the 
north, where they doonu-il the i< y demon to remain ; and 
it» this d ly his iiowlin;^ and l)lustering are still heard, and 
when any ventnre*»oim; mortal dares to venture too far 
toward his alHnlr hi>. froNty children soon punish the 
(»lfen<ler. lie is tiTUK-d Ka-taNh-huaht. or North Wind, and 
ranks a^ an e\ il spirit. 

A man. while walking in a forest, saw an unusually 
large bird rovered with a ]ua\ ilv ( l;isiere<l coating of wam- 
pum lie iiniiu«liaiely infurmrd his people and chiefs^ 
wluTe:ip«»n tlu- lua«l < hirf olfcn*! as a ]»ri/e his beautiful 
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daughter to the one who would rapture the bird, dead or 
alive, which apparently had come from another world. 

Whereupon the warriors, with hows and arrows, went to 
the ** tree of promise," and as each lucky one barely hit the 
bird it would throw off a large (piantity of the coveted coat- 
ing, which, like the Lernean hydra's heads, multiplied by 
being cropped. At last, when the warriors were desj)airing 
of success, a little boy from a neighboring tribe came to 
satisfy his curiosity by seeing the wonderful bird of whi( h 
he had heard ; but, as his people were ever at war with this 
tribe, he was not permitted by the warriors to try his skill at 
archery, and was even threatened with death. Hut the head- 
chief said, ** He is a mere boy. let him shoot on eipial terms 
with vou who are brave and fearless warriors." His 
decision being final, the boy, with unecpialled skill, brought 
the coveted bird to the ground. 

Having received the daughter of the head-( hief in mar- 
riage, he divided the oh-ko-ah between his own and the tribe 
into which he had married, and ])eace was declared between 
them. Then the boy-husband decreed that wampum should 
be the price of peace and blooil, which decree was adopted 
by all nations. Hence arose the custom of giving belts of 
wampum to satisfy violated honor, hospitality or any national 
privilege. 

A boat filled with medicine-men passed near a river 
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bank where a loud voice had proclaimed to all the inhabitants 
to remain indoors, but some, disobeying, died immediately. 
The next day the boat being sought after was found contain- 
ing a strange being at each end, both creatures being fast 
asleep. A loud voice was then heard saying that destroying 
these creatures would result in a great blessing to the In- 
dian. So they were decoyed into a neighboring council-house, 
where they were put to death and burned, and from their 
a.shes arose the tobacco plant, that inestimable boon not only 
to the Indian but to his pale-faced brother. 

In the beginning, the birds having been created naked, 
remained hidden, being ashamed of their nakedness. But 
at last they assembled in a great council of all winged crea- 
tures, at which they petitioned the gods to give them some 
kind of covering. They were told that their coverings were 
all ready, but were a long way off, and they must either go or 
send for them. Accordingly, another council was held to 
indut e some bird to go in search of the plumage, but each 
bird had some excuse for not going. At last a turkey 
buzzard volunteered to go an<l bring the feathery uniforms. 
It being a long journey to the jilace whence he must bring 
them, he (who had been a < lean bird heretofore) was obliged 
to eat carrion and tilth ot all kintls — hence his present 
nature. .\t length, (iire< ted by the g<>d>, he found the 
« ■•vcring--, and selti-^hK ap|)roj»riatcd to himself the most 
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beautifully colored one ; hut, finding that he could not fly 
in this, he continued trying them on until he selected his 
present uniform, in which, although it is the least beautiful 
of any, he can so gracefully ride through the air. I'hc good 
turkey buzzard then returned, bearing the feathery garments 
from which each bird chose his ])resent colored suit. 

Three sisters are supposed to preside over the favorite 
vegetables — corn, beans and squashes. 'J'hey have the 
forms of beautiful females, and are represented as loving 
each other dearly and dwelling in peace anil happiness. 
The vines of the vegetables grow upf)n the same soil and 
cling lovingly around each other. She who is the sj»irit of 
com, is supposed to be dra]>ed with its long leaves and 
silken tassels. She who guards the bean, haN a rn»wn of 
its velvety pods with garments woven of the deli< ate tendriN, 
while the spirit of squashes is clothed with the brilliant 
blossoms under her care, and in bright nights they < an be 
seen flitting about or heard rustling among the tall ct)rn. At 
the yearly festivals held in their honor they arc appealed to 
as "our life, our supporters." 

These are but a few of the very many similar myths 
gathered among the Iroquois during the ])ast season. To 
some they may seem as idle tales, but to many of those, from 
whom I received them, thev were realities, for manv of 

m m 

those forest children of ** larger growth " still cling to their 
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myths as the only link which binds them to a happier past. 
And shall the pale-face who has not yet rid himself of the 
shackles of superstition in a thousand forms, and who sees 
daily \\\^ household gods torn down before him by compara- 
tive mythology and its allied scien< es — shall he turn with 
contemj)i from the-^e strivings of the infant human mind in 
its >car^ h after the unknowable? 

J'he rejjlyof Tecumseh to (ieneral Harrison during the 
treaty of rip])e( anoe was no figure of .>j>eech. The (ien- 
eral ]>re>iding retjuested the distingui.shed chief to lake a 
seat ; recumseh shook lii^ head and refused. Harrison 
re|-cated his rcipust. saying. " Vour father commands you to 
sit there." That instant 1 ec umseh, stretching forth his hand, 
said, '* Thi- s m is my father, the earth my mother; np<m 
luT lM>>()ni \\d! I rest ;" an*! he drnppt<l up(m the ground. 

1 Kun ib.e ground had the Indian been brought forth, 
the c.irlii Ii.nl e\er sustained him and when his life was 
o\cr she reruNe<l him b.u k ag.iin. 

It has luen with design thai I have omitted giving in 
full that interesiin.: invth of the ' )noiida}^as, the story of 
Ili.iwatlia, beantilul a> it is even in its < riuleness. Hut the 
gohl ha> laen e\tra< red from the <ire by America's most 
gifted poet, and \\\\\\ its beauties enl-anreil a thousand-fold, 
it is n«)i nievt that thr unskilled should encroach within its 
boun«l.tries t.» mar its perfe* lion l»ut there could be no 
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more fitting conclusion to these myths of the Irocjuois than 
to give the farewell words of the legendary founder of that 
confederacy which ever rendered ihem invincible. 

Before the great council which had adopted his advi< e 
dispersed, he arose and with a dignified air thus addressed 
them : " Friends and lirothers : I have now fulfilled niv mis- 
sion in this world. I have taught you to make and use 
wampum, I have taught you arts which you will find use- 
** ful. I have furnished you seed and grains for your gar- 
** dens. I have removed obstructions from your waters, and 
'* made the forest habitable by teaching you to destroy it> 
** monsters. I have given you fishing and hunting grounds. 
" I have instructed you in making and using implements of 
" war. 1 have taught you how to cultivate corn. Lastly. I 
"" have taught you to form a confederacy of friendship and 
union. If you preserve this and admit no foreign ckment 
of power by receiving other nations you will always 
** be free, numerous, and hapj)y. If other tribes and nations 
** are admitted to your councils, they will sow the seed of 
" jealousy and discord, and you will become few, feeble, 
" and enslaved. 

" Friends and brothers, remember these words. They are 

" the last you will hear from the lips of Hiawatha ! farewell ! " 

As the voice of the wise man ceased, sweet sounds 

from the air burst on the ears of the multitude. The whole 



it 
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sky sccmL'd to be filled with melody, and while all eyes were 
direrte<l to catrh a glimpses of the sight and enjoy strains of 
the ( clestial music that filled the sky, Hiawatha was seen 
sealed in his snow-white canoe in mid-air, rising with every 
c hoial chant that burst forth. As he arose, the sounds be- 
( ame more soft and faint, till he vanished in the summer 
t louds and the melody c:ea>ed : — 

" Thus dcj):irted lli-awa-tha, 
Hi-awa-tha, the belovetl. 
In the j^lory oi the sun-^ei. 
In the purj»le mi^ts of evening; 
To ilu- rcLjions of iIr- Ib>nie-\Vind, 
' M the Nnrth-wesi-Wind. Kee-way-din. 
in the Nl.iniU ot the ble^'^ed. 
In the kinL:d<»m ol Po-ne-inah, 
!'«► i!u- Land of the hereafter." 




IN! : % ■. 



■■ '< . 




A J AWFUL STORr. 



[Al th« autumnal gathering, Mr. Croflut. ju^t reluming from his 
summer jaunt, brought and presented lo Mrs. Smith the jaws of a sliark 
which he found on the Nantucket Beach. It was andersiood among the 
fisbennen of ihe island that Ihe shark was caught by the Rev. Robert 
Collfcr, and hauled up by the tail instead of in the orlhodui manner. 
The following is Ihe sloiy as told lo Mr. CrolTuI by the shark, a:> il lay 
on the beach in iu dying agonies. ] 



FF the beach at old Nantuckt;! — 
That is where I kicked the bucket ; 
That is where- 1 left the briny 
Surf above the pebbles shiny ; 
That is where my sweetheart sported — 
That is where we erst cavorted 
From Newfoundland to Virginny ; 
But now take me to Erminnie 
A. Smith. 
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I was gay. No shark was jollier 
Till I met with Robert Collyer. 
He — he did not fish as you fish, 
With a hook and bait of blue-fish, 
But he held a noose above me 
And he took advantage of me. 
Spectre of the elder Pliny ! 
Kly with me to meet Erminnie 
A. Smith. 

I was ready for an angler ; 
Well i knew the hempen dangler. 
But this caudal outrage — oh, me ! 
That a preacher should lasso me ! 
To his small and fragile shallop 
Draw me by my haughty tail up — 
Let mc hide my head in (luinea ! 
Take, oh, take me to Erminnie 
A. Smith. 



Seems to me I've seen her somewhere. 
Seems to mc she must have come where 
I was. .\h ! 'twas on the ocean 
in a steamer wild with motion. 
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O'er the guards, as it went lurching, 
Gazed she, as for pins was searching. 
There I saw her ! She was in a 
Meditative mood. Erminnie 
A. Smith. 

Scientific pedants hail us 
Of the Linnaean genus Squaius, 
But I found my proper locus 
In the tribe Carcharius glaucus. 
One bone only — so imagine us 
Almost wholly cartilaginous ; 
Surface like a rasp — not skinny ; 
Dentate — take me to Erminnie 
A. Smith. 

Let me slumber in her cabinet. 
I would like a special slab in it. 
Hang me by the owlet dreamy ; 
Let the pterodactyl see me ; 
By the whale-bone lay me down. Then 
Sprinkle chlorine on us now*n then. 
I can hear the sea-horse whinny 
If you take me to Erminnie 
A. Smith. 
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Let me, in her choice museum, 
Soundly sleep and sweetly dream ; 
Where the lizard bathes in amber. 
Where the stony lilies clamber, 
Where the polyp rouses never. 
Let me yawn and yawn forever ; 
I^ave me there, and all my finny 
Family shall bless Erminnie 
A. Smith. 






LORRAINE. 

CHARLES KINGSLEY 

(ReciUd by Mrs. May Cr^y R^^^r.) 

|RE you ready for your steeple-chase, Lorraine, Lor- 
raine, Lorrie ? 
You're booked to ride your capping race to-day 
at Coulterlee, 
You're booked to ride Vindictive, for all the world to sec. 
To keep him straight, and keep him first, and win the 

race for me. 

She clasped her new-born baby, poor Lorraine, Lorraine, 

Lorrie. 
" I can not ride Vindictive, as any man might see. 
And I will not ride Vindictive, with this baby on my knee ; 
He 's killed a boy, he *s killed a man, and why must he 

kill me ?" 

" Unless you ride Vindictive, Lorraine, Lorraine, Lorrie, 

Unless you ride Vindictive to-day at Coulterlee, 

And land him safe across the brook, and win the black 

for me. 
It's you may keep your baby, for you'll get no help from me." 
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** That husbands would be cruel/' said Lorraine, Lorraine, 

Lorrie, 
'' That husbands would be cruel, I have known for seasons 

three ; 
But oh ! to ride Vindictive while my baby cries for me, 
And be killed across a fence at last, for all the world to see/* 

She mastered young Vindictive — oh ! the gallant lass was 

she ! — 
And she kept him straight, and won the race, as near as near 

could be. 
But he killed her at the brook against a pollard willow tree» 
Oh ! he killed her at the brook — the brute, for all the world 

to see 
And no one but this baby cried for poor Lorraine, Lorrie. 
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LINES TO MRS. SMITH. 



ROBERT K. MUNKITTRICK. 




TUSCARORA Flower, may 
I ask you in a jingling way, 
To send me, in a day or two- 
Or when the spirit moveth you — 
A copy of the programme that 
Delighted all of us last Sat- 
urday. 



I'd like that programme, honored damt 
I like its tender, sneezing name ; 
I like the Indian who, in fact, 
Shoota head first down the cataract, 
Without his swallow-tail or hat, 
I havn*t seen him since last Sat- 
urday. 
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I want to nail it on the wall 
Where unto my mind 'twill oft recall 
Miss Parker and her violin, 
And Croffut's tribute to Ermin- 

Nie S so very funny that 

It made the people scream last Sat- 
urday. 

Tuscarora, tomahawk 

My wishes not ; — O gaily walk 
Around your valued cabinet 
And then Tm pretty sure you'll get 
A copy of the programme that 
Ui)set us all with joy last Sat- 
urday. 

1 fancv when a view I take 

Of it again, I'll taste your cake. 
Your chicken salad and ice-cream, 
And of somL' dozen maidens dream. 
Until my hciri ^ocs pit-a-pat 
With rapture, as it did last Sal- 
Unlay. • 

.\i;ain with perfect joy I'll mark, • 
I he awf'il iawbnnc of the shark. 



Lines Co Mrs. Smith. 



Which left the sea to revel in 
The wondrous parlors of Ermin- 

Nie S upon a panel flat, 

Where its dSut it made last Sat- 
urday. 

In truth that little programme fills 
My mind with dreams of foss-ils 
And corn-husk babies, and forsooth, 
Although I seldom tell the truth, 
I'll say my only wish is that 
We'll oft know such another Sat- 
urday, 





LINES ON THE PRESENTATION OF AN 

INDIAN BROOCH. 



MISS M. C. BEARDSLEY. 




COME, O beautiful flower of the Tuscaroras, I, 
who am only a breast-plate borne before thee, and 
present myself, an ornament with which to deck 
thy bosom. 

I come not from the home of thy brothers, but from 
the far away shore of Gitchee Gumee, the Big Sea Water, 
that great lake whose shores are formed with ore. Both 
copper and silver have their homes by its rugged coast. To 
the latter I belong. A dusky hand and a stalwart arm have 
fashioned me — ^fashioned me for a mighty chieftain. 

On his breast he safely carried me, 

Carried me into war and conflict. 

Into forest, moor and fen- land, 

Into councils of the warriors, 

Into wigwams of the maidens, 

Into quarries of the red stone 

From which the pipes called ** peace ** arc moulded. 
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When the evening dews were falling, 
And the sun to sleep had gone, 
On the hill-side by the camp-fires 
Which the warriors sat around — 
There the smoke has curled about me 
And I've listened rapt and long, 
To the legends of the Red-men — 
Of the beasts, the birds and reptiles, 
Of the trees, the winds and stars, 
Listened with delight and patience, 
To the tales by each one told. 
Of the truth and of the valor, 
Of the justice and the judgment. 
Of the strength and of the sweetness 
Of the brave whom all adored. 

So my days they travelled onward. 
Till a pale-face came among us, 
Came with others of his kind. 
To the village where my master 
Was the chief one of his tribe. 
For some kindness of the white man's 
I was given, to prove the fact, 
That the Indian, though revengeful. 
Ne'er forgets a kindly act. 
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Then I journey*d to the eastward, 
Journey'd on for days and days, 
To the home of my new owner, 
'Mid the gay world's busy maze. 



Five and thirty years I dwelt there, 
Dwelt there till the time seemed long 
Since I'd seen or heard an Indian, 
Or a remnant of his song. 



None have won me but the chieftain, 

But to thee, to thee I come 

Knowing that I now will cover 

All the graces and the learning, 

All the strength and sweetness blended. 

Of a woman and a brave man, 

Of a daughter and a princess 

Of the haughty Indian tribe. 



Thou, to whom the task is given. 
From oblivion's waters deep 
To preserve and keep the legends, 
When the Red-man *s gone to sleep 
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Keep me as a relic, dear on< 
Relic of a race gone by — 
Relic of a mighty chieftain, 
Relic of a tribe most high. 





SCIENCE AND REU6I0N* 



CHARLES T. CONGDON. 




ALF the differences of the world are the result of a 
confusion of ideas, and an inadequate compre- 
hension of the relative value of indisputable 
conclusions. In the controversies also, which belief and 
dissent occasion, the most noise is usually made about that 
which is of the least consequence. If we begin our consid- 
eration of divine things by a resort to philological research, 
to matters of letter or text, to that rcductio ad absurdum^ of 
which small free-thinkers and skeptics are fond, it may be 
assumed that the man of faith will always be out-talked by 
the man of facts. Such were the trifling methods of the last 
century, even in the hands of remarkable men — of Paine, 
and others of his school — and they have been occasionally 
adopted by several of those who call themselves rationalists 
and liberalisls at the present time. We had best begin by 
dismissing these and their uncriii< al notions. Because I 
cannot sec that it is of the lea^t importance whether the 

♦ .'XbNiraci of a j>.i|>cr read before the Scxicty by the author. 
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creation of the world occupied the Creator six days, or sixty, 
or six thousand — the main fact being the creation, and not 
the processes by which the divine worker saw fit to accom- 
plish his self-imposed task. Again, there is nothing about 
which scientific and philosophical writers have so carped 
and quibbled and split hairs, as the miracles. But neither 
their assailers nor their defenders seem to have had the least 
idea of their comparative unimportance. I should not have 
a very high opinion of that christian belief which depended 
upon their evidence, however valuable I might regard them 
to be, considered in other connections. Once more, I do not 
see of what consequence it is whether the four canonical 
gospels were written by those apostles after whose names 
they are called — whether they were produced soon after the 
crucifixion, or not until the second century was lapsing 
into the third. Certainly that which is in them, which 
informs and inspires them, which makes them seem to the 
majority of enlightened mankind, the divinest and most 
precious things ever written and printed, does not in the least 
depend upon their authorship, still less upon their date. 
So again, the real Christ is he who has kept his fast hold 
upon the human heart, the utterer of words of ineffable 
love and wisdom, and not the Christ who turned water into 
wine, and who rose again upon the third day. If the mira- 
cle was necessary for the convincement of the Jews, surely 
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it is not necessary for us. The Sermon on the Mount would 
have remained the perfect essence of religion and morality, 
even though he who preached it had never risen on the 
third day, for it is in itself greater than any miracle. Faith 
in a future happiness does not rest upon the ascension — 
fear of a future of retribution does not depend upon the 
descent into hell. I mike these allusions to show that all 
that is best of Christianity, and most precious in its teach- 
ings, has no material or scientific dependence. So far as 
historical Christianity is concerned, and so far as it is linked 
to the Jewish dispensation, I suppose that there will always 
be honest differences about details and dates. So there 
will always be exegetical criticism of the Scriptures. So» 
too, you will^ easily see that the truth or error of any doc- 
trine is not in the least affected by its acceptance or rejec- 
tion. The eternal veracities remain, though all the world 
should hoot at them. I think it necessary to make this 
observation, because men are prone to think less of this or 
that truth if it happens to be rejected by some accepted 
authority, and to take their opinions complacently at second* 
hand from the idol of the hour. The perpetual mistake is 
that something must be false, because somebody thinks it to 
be so. Small thinker>, or those who are thoughtless alto- 
gether, though they do not in the least comprehend the 
processes, chuckle at the results, and the most venerable 
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belief is, in their shallow minds, made ridiculous, though 
nothing heavier has been launched against it than a clever 
epigram. It would be silly if it concerned any ordinary 
matter — as to those of inexpressible moment, it is repulsive 
— small talk about a great matter, Cicero's estimate of 
such fault-finders has passed into a proverb ; these are the 
captatores verborum — the word-snatchers. I have before me 
at this moment a great book, full of the most various learn- 
ing — seven hundred pages in all — the whole purpose of 
which is to prove that the Apostles did not write the gos- 
pels which are called by their names. What do I care ? Are 
they any the less gospels ? 

I cannot comprehend any theology without a god. 
Nor can I comprehend any mythology without a supreme 
god, much less any religion or satisfactory scheme with 
gods whose power is balanced and generally kept in work- 
ing order by negotiation and treaties. The (ireek and 
Roman mythologies, and I suppose the Indian, of which I 
do not know much, with their many almost pathetic reach- 
ings after the infinite, lose themselves in a maze of objective 
experiences, and are little better, with all their beauties, than 
the projections of human and mortal activities. Their pan- 
theon goes up from earth to heaven — we want a deity which 
shall come down from heaven to earth, which shall be an 
inspiration, or, at any rate, our best human resource, when 
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revelation fails or is thought to fail. For revelation i^ after 
all, but a concession to human infirmity. Of course, there 
is in it help, strengtli, ('onfirmation ; but I am surprised 
that so much stress should be laid upon it as eviden< e. lor 
revelation pulsus to a double task, when faith should be 
single and uninterrupted : it first makes its claim tijion i:" 
through intuitive rece]>tion, an<l then compels us to hold 
fa^t to it through historirnl examination. Ves. 1 think th.;t 
revelali«)n is se<'ondary, and likely to prove wanting when it 
is alone relied on. It is tlie < ause of much circuitous reastin- 
inu. Nece>-*ari]v it is a mntter of chronologv, of iradi- 
tion, of guc>>es and glo.->e**. hampered bv the inevitable 
atiident^ ni" ;r.insmi>sion, and by the « hances of merely 
inc(hanir;d i»l;rases. 1 ilo not undv•r^tand whv anv religion 

I mm* 

Nhi>uld be <lependeni for iis gnittful reception by mankind 
upon the labors of {>hiIoliiL:iNts. upon the loss of this nianu- 
V rip! or ihr di mo very of the other. I do not see why it 
slioiild be ar« epted by one who kno\\> nothing of the mii ro- 
N« Mp- , nr reie« ted by :i not her be* au^e he has been peeping 
at .1 Ir.indred plnit-^ or t'o>^iU tliroiigh the lenses. All thi> 
>eiin- t.i ni" l'» It-litt!;- the t onir-iversv. Kven with mv 
\iews Iff Npe« ial re\el.::i"n. I -!i"'il<! be tpiite willing to set 
the liible ag.iJMNt the thi« ke-t »»f lierbaiiums. 1 do not pro- 
p«»sr ti» m'wv up an\ihinL: bee au>e a few bones have l>cen 
diiL' up in (»ie;jon or .V^ia .Min«ir. <»r because a microscopist 
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has discovered that some else not invisible little creature 
with a long name, has five claws instead of fifty, and wrig- 
gles oftener to the right than to the left. 

The human instinct is a potency which beggars human 
demonstration. It has not, of course, without His divine 
assistance, evolved a God. We need not mind the processes 
while the fact remains. As 1 write I seem to be in an 
awful presence. 1 hear the thunders of Sinai as 1 am en- 
shrouded by the darkness which " was overall the land until 
the ninth hour." I bow my head in reverence because He 
is so great — I whisper words of gratitude because He is so 
good. I do not find Him in any printed book ; I do not 
care for His recognition by any pulpit ; I do not ask for His 
acceptance by scientific schools. From the very fact of 
His existence which I do not question, I deduce His attri- 
bute.s. From the certainty that He is. He must be as He is. 
I am so sure that there can be neither be religious certainty 
nor religious satisfaction without a logical comprehension 
of His attributes, that I begin by establishing them me- 
thodically in my own mind. I deduce from my first idea, 
omnipotence and omniscience, a being without beginning or 
end, and that love which must always accompany a perfect 
freedom from self-seeking motives. The first idea of a (Jod 
is a being from whom mere human passions must be elimi- 
nated — of one working with absolute independence of human 
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laws. The modern philosopher approaches His dread pres- 
ence with a geological hammer in one hand and a micro- 
scope in the other, and demonstrates that he must have done 
so or thus, because He could not have done otherwise, or 
He is no God. Moreover, 1 cast far from me that other 
notion — the mere spawn of Arch Deacon Paley's round- 
about speculations — that God must exist because I can sec 
and hear and feel — that celebrated demonstration from the 
watch which is about the most absurd thing which ever mas- 
queraded in the garb of philosophy. I do not know that 
there is a God, because I have two eyes, two cars and a 
digestive apparatus. If He had pleased to make me with 
one eye, no ears and no stomach, His would have been still 
a complete and perfect work. It is because I believe 
this, that I believe in Him at all. I must accept Him 
altogether or 1 must reject Him altogether. If He is 
no more than a mere mechanic or Justice of the Peace, 
He might just as well not be, for all He is to mc in my 
mortal emergency. It is necessary to remember this, 
because so many of our thcosophic speculations arc really 
anlhro|)omorphic. Sometimes, in the old galleries of Europe, 
you see a picture of (iod. He is represented as a bearded 
old man, brooding over < haos — He who knows no time and 
is utterly inconsistent with any finite idea of space. We 
might as well go back to the (irecian notions of Jupiter 
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Olympus, as thus shape our faith by the idea of such a 
deity. 

All the gods of all the mythologies agree superficially 
upon creative points ; but the difference between a true 
God and these shadows, which line the walls of pan- 
theons, is in their absurd division of one universal potency 
into numberless specific potencies, so that we have a god of 
wine, of love, of this human activity or that mortal desire. 
You think that you have reached in the Jews the highest 
attribute of theism, but you find an infinity of creative 
power above him — he is only an accident or one article in 
the divine genealogy. The Grecian and Roman mytholo- 
gies make theism cheap and fabulous, by squandering power 
and frittering away after a human fashion, their supernatu- 
ralism, instead of consistently concentrating it upon one 
absolute infinite being existing by the sole necessity of His 
own nature — a Free Cause of all things, without whom noth- 
ing could be, or, as Spinoza says, ** could conceived to be " — 
from whom all things have followed out of the necessity of 
the supreme perfect nature. The reasonable deduction 
from these conditions, is unity, with the attributes of Omni- 
potence and Omniscience. The secondary attributes of 
God, His love and His justice, are derived from these, since 
the supreme character can desire only supreme things, such 
as harmony, order, happiness and right. 
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What we must specially bear in mind is personality 
absolutely limited by unity — not an idea, not a vague and 
undefined influence, not an abstract existence, not the soul 
of the world diffused through all things, which was the doc- 
trine of the stoics — but a living incorruptible being, of per- 
fect felicity, and susceptible of no evil. Now if such a be- 
ing exists as this, he must have existed always and so before 
the creation of the world. If he be omnipotent — and the 
moment you limit his potency you abolish him altogether — 
then no matter by what processes this world was created, or 
in what way we who inhabit it were made I I do not see 
what wc have to do with his processes. He must still have 
been a j;reat moving cause though there had been no terres- 
trial creation. If science can prove, as I dare say it can, 
that the business of creation must have occupied a much 
greater period of time than six days, it does not appear to 
me to have proved anything of importance. The strength 
of the story of (lencsis remains, whether it be myth or 
literal historv. The fact of human existence is not affected 
by the (piesiion of one original pair or many. So, too, of 
the Fall, assuming that there is really sin, there must have 
been a moment when man had not sinned, and was so far a 
being nf absolute jjurity. Now, the whole tendency of 
mrxlern thought, of the kind called liberal, and of critical 
diM UNsions of that kind called scientific, it is to limit oro- 
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nipotence, leaving us to the fortuitous working of natural 
causes, and setting up a god, if any god be thought neces- 
sary, as unsubstantial and evanescent as the exhalations of 
the morning ; this to one mind and that to another — not a 
being but a dream, and I may almost say a miscellaneous 
vagary. The moment this career of self sufficient specula- 
tion is entered upon, theology becomes of private and per- 
sonal arrangement, and every man has a god for himself, 
or no god at all, if he does not particularly desire one. Of 
his personal and private deity, the possessor may say, ** 1 
know that he would not do this ; 1 am sure that he would 
not do that." Most people write now of the Deity as if He 
were all compact of benevolence, but without the corres- 
ponding idea of justice, as if these could be logically sepa- 
rated — as if all-goodness must not be all-just, or all-justice all- 
good. It is strange that this should have come partly through 
a better knowledge of His wonderful works, as if, because 
we see how the great hand moved, we should the less rever- 
ence and adore it. We compare the illimitable with the 
limited. We make shipwreck upon the rocks of literal in- 
terpretation. We judge by finite sense the infinite. We set 
up a critical notion of our own, found in our-laboratories or 
geological cabinets, and use these very materials which ought 
to assist us to a higher idea of Him, to demonstrate Him 
out of existence altogether. 
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It is to the blind and wayward error of arguing of 
the infinite from the finite, of the eternal from the ma- 
terial, of the spiritual from the material, that much of 
the loose thinking and writing of the present day is 
to be attributed. There is a passion for saying smart 
things on serious topics. This teacher is remarkable for 
sarcasm, the other for a shallow but taking criticism of the 
letter, a third for glittering generalities about love and duty 
and progress. The result is great confusion, no little uncer- 
tainty, and an immense show of announcing our non-beliefs. 
The great labor of to-day is to reject. It is thought to be 
honorable not to be able definitely to make up one's mind. 
But the ail-knowing must be wiser than finite thinker or 
student or investigator of the laws of nature. The all-potent 
must be stronger than any human power; and if in Him 
we live and move and have our being, we may be sure that 
He too lives and moves and has his being also. 






LIMES ON A BOQUET. 

MRS. MARY DANA SHINDLRR. 

( Rtini by the A utkcr.) 

DO thank thee, lovely lady, 

For these bright and fragrant flowers ; 
Oh, how sweetly such mementoes 
Lend their charm to lonely hours ! 



Here are lovely pinks and roses, 
Free from blight, and free from stain ; 

Time will mar their brilliant beauty, 
But their fragrance will remain. 

So, when time shall part us, lady. 
Though I view thy charms no more. 

Think not mem'ry will forsake me, 
Nor thy smiles to me restore. 

Now, my youth's bright flowers have faded, 
All their petals pale and dead — 

Now, my spring has changed to winter, 
Its hoar-frosts upon my head. 



.,Ji 



But like evergreens shall tlourish 
All my memories of ihetf ; 

And like roses, freshly blooming, 
Shall these hours return to me. 

Love me, lady, gentle lady. 
Southern stranger though I be ; 

'Twill be sweet to think hereafter, 
1 was once beloved by thee. 




BLOWN AWAY.'' 



CHARLES BARNARD. 




|HERE were three of them, — Kitty, Mary and little 
Tommy, — the children of the station-master at 
Black River Junction, on the Great South-western 
Railroad. The station stood alone on the open prairie, miles 
and miles from anywhere in particular. Black River flowed 
through the mountains, a hundred miles away to the north ; 
and on clear days, the snowy mountains could be seen glim- 
mering on the grassy horizon. The line leading to the Black 
River met the South-western here, and thus it was the place 
was called Black River Junction. 

The station-master and his wife and three children lived 
in the little depot quite happily, but there was not another 
family within ten miles, in any direction. 

At times the children thought it rather lonely. There 
was nothing in particular to be done, except to watch the 
trains that stopped at the junction several times a day. Once 
in a while, a freight-car would be left on the side track, and 



♦ This story was related by the author at a meeting of the Society, 
and afterwards published in Saint Xichcias, 
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the children soon found that an empty freight-car makes a 
capital playhouse. They could keep house in the comers 
and make visits, or sit by the open door and make believe 
they were having a ride. 

One morning, they were wakened by a curious humming 
sound out-of-doors, and they all scrambled up and looked 
out of the window. How the wind did blov/ ! It whistled 
and roared round the house and played on the telegraph 
wires upon the roof as upon a huge harp. As the wires were 
fastened to the roof, the house became a great music-box, 
with the children inside. After breakfast the morning trains 
arrived, but the wind was so high that the passengers were 
glad to hurry from one train to another as quickly as possi- 
ble. Then the trains went away, and the great wind-harp 
on the roof sang louder than ever. 

The station-master said it blew a gale, and that the 
children must stay in the house, lest they be bloim away 
into the prairie and be lost. The station-master's wife said 
it was a pity the children must stay in the house all day. 
There was an empty frcighi-car on the side track ; perhaps 
they might play in that. The station-master thought this a 
^ood idea, and took Kitty by the hand and Tommy in his 
arms, while Mary took hold of his coat, and they all went 
out to the emj^y car. Whew I How it did blow! They cer- 
t linly thought they would be lifted up by the wind and blown 
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quite into the sky. The empty car was warm and snug, and, 
once inside, they were quite out of the way of the wind. 

Mary thought the rear end would be a good place to 
keep house, but Tommy preferred the other end. so they 
agreed to keep house at both ends of the empty car. This 
was a nice plan, for it gave them a chance to visit each 
other, and the open part by the door made a grand prome- 
nade to walk on. 

Louder and louder roared the gale. Safe and snug in 
the car, they went on with their play and thought nothing 
of the weather outside. 

Suddenly the car seemed to shake, and they stopped 
in their housekeeping and ran to the door to see what had 
happened. 

" Why, it's moving ! Somebody's pushing it," said Mary. 

" They are taking us away on the freight train. Come. 
we must get out." 

" 1 didn't hear the whistle," said Tommy. ** I guess 
something is pushing the car.*' 

The girls leaned out of the door to see what had haj)- 
pened. Why, where was the platform ? What was the mat- 
ter with the station ? It was moving away. No, it was the 
car. It had left the siding and rolled out upon the main 
line and was moving faster and faster along the road. 

" Oh, we must get out ! They are taking us away." 
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No, no," said Kitty. ** We must stay here till the 
brakeman comes round. 1 didn't hear them when they 
took us on the train." 

** There isn't any train," said Tommy, looking up and 
down the line. 

** Oh, it's the wind ! It's blowing the rar away. We 
must put on the brakes and .stop it." 

This was a good plan, but how were they to rarr\ it 
out ? The brake-wheel was on top of the car, and thev 
were inside. Faster and faster rolled the car. It began to 
rattle ami roar as if dragged along by a swift engine. In a 
moment Tommy began to cry. Mary tried to look brave, 
ami Kitty stjred hard at the level prairie llying past. It was 
of no use. They all broke down together and had a hearty 
< ry alone in the empty car as it rolled on before the gale. 

The station-master's wife rolled up her sleeves to pu: 
the house in onler while the children were safely out of the 
way. The station-master, feeling sure the children were 
site in the freiglit-car, sat in his otVue nearly all the morning. 
At liist, the bed^ were made, the dinner put on the fire, ami 
t!u' mother vvonderL-d how the girls wore getting on in their 
jil.iyh(»use on the tr.n k. She threw a shawl over her head 
an* I went o-.it uj»on the platlorm. At once the wind blew 
the ^hawl over her t\irc. and she could not see exactly where 
•-lu" >.tr>r)(l. T'lrninL: her ba« k to the wiml she began to call 
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the children. How loudly the wind roared through the 
telegraph wires ! Perhaps, they could not hear in all this 
din. May be, they were inside the. car, out of hearing. 
She walked on toward the siding. Not a thing to be seen ! 
She wondered if there had not been a mistake ? Perhaps, 
the car was on the other side track ? No, the rails were 
unoccupied as far as she could see in every direction. What 
did it mean ? What had happened ? She staggered back 
into the station and startled her husband with a cry of 
despair. 

" The car ! The children ! " 

The station-master ran out upon the platform and 
looked up and down the line. Not a car in sight ! It had 
been blown awiy before the terrible wind, and was perhaps, 
at this instant rolling swiftly onward with its precious load 
to destruction. What would happen to it ? Would it meet 
a train or run into a station ? Would the children try to 
get out, or would they stay in the car till it was wrecked } 

He sprang to the door of the depot to telegraph the 
terrible news down the line, but just as he opened the door 
he saw a faint white cloud on the western horizon. It was 
a train. Help was coming. At the same instant, his wife 
appeared with new grief and terror in her eyes, 

"I cannot get a call in either direction. The wires are 
blown down." 
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This only added to the danger, for there was now no 
means of sending word in advance of the runaway car. It 
must go on to its fate without help or warning. 

" Hel[) is coming, mother. Here's a train bound 
east." 

Nearer and nearer came the train, and the father and 
mother stood watching it as it crept along the rails. It 
seemed as if it would never come. At last, it reached the 
platform and proved to be a [)assenger train bound up the 
Black River Road and not intended to go in the direction 
in which the car had been blown away. The instant it 
sto|»|)ed, the station-master ran to the engineer and told his 
terrible story. The mother, with ipiicker wit, found the 
conductor and demanded that the engine be taken off and 
sent after the chihlren. 

The i ondu( tor was a man of regular habits and such a 
bold re.piest slru<'k him as something extraordinary. Take 
the engine off and leave the train and passengers waiting at 
this lonely station? The idea was preposterous! Some of 
the passengers galhere<l near and asked what was the matter. 

*' Three children lost, blown away in an empty car.** 
Some one said, " Ves, ^o at once. We can wait here till the 
engine returns." The c«>nductor said he must telegraph for 
instructions : but some one said, ** The wires are down/' 
and the people only cried out the more, *' Let the engine 
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go ! " so the mother ran to the tender and began to pull out 
the pin, that the engine might start. 

" Hold on, marm," said a brakeman. " Til cast her off. 
You jump aboard, if you want to go too. Fire up, Jack, 
and make her hum." 

It was all done in a moment, and away flew the engine, 
leaving the conductor and the station-master staring in sur- 
prise at this singular proceeding. The station-master did 
not feel very happy. He had half intended to go with the 
engine, but it would never do to leave his post. 

" Fire steady. Jack, said the engineer to the fireman. 
" It's no use to get excited, for we're in for a long race." 

" It's enough to make a fellow excited to see that 
woman," said the fireman. 

The engineer turned round, and there, by his side, stood 
the mother, her eyes straining ahead down the line in search 
of the missing ones. 

" Oh, sir ! open the throttle wide. Don't try to save 
coal at such a time as this." 

" We must keep cool, marm, and go steady, or we shall 
run out of coal and water and come to a stand -still on the 
line. 

The woman said not a word, but nodded mournfully and 
lemned against the side of the cab for support, and then the 
fireman gave her his seat, where she could look out ahead 




226 Blmvn Away, 



over the line. How the engine shook and roared ! The little 
finger of the steam-gauge trembled and rose higher and higher 
as the steam pressure increased over the raging fire. The 
engine seemed to be eating up the track in front, and be- 
hind, the rails spun out like shining ribbons in the sun. 
The station and train had already sunk down out of sight, 
and the grassy horizon on either side seemed to fly away in 
a kind of gigantic waltz. The wind died away to a dead 
calm, and in a few moments a little breeze sprang up and 
blew in at the front windows. 

** We are beating the wind,*' said the engineer. ** If wc 
can keep up this pace we shall soon overtake them." 

" How long have they been gone?" shouted the fire- 
man above the roar of the engine. 

** I don't know," screamed the woman, without taking 
her eyes from the horizon, where the rails met the sky. " It 
may have been two hours or more. They were playing 
in the empty car." 

** How did she get out of the siding?" (He meant the 
the car.) 

"It's one of the switches," said the engineer. **C*rs 
can easily jump out u|)on the main line." 

\\i ! something ahead. Was it the runaway car? No, 
the next station. What a terrible pace! Twenty miles 
already ! 
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" Oh, don't stop ! " cried the woman, as she saw the 
engineer put his hand on the throttle-valve. 

" I must, marm. We are getting out of water, and per- 
haps we can learn something of the runaway." 

The sudden arrival of a solitary engine, containing two 
men and one woman, startled the station-master, and he 
came out to see what it meant. He seemed to guess at the 
truth, for he said : 

" After the runaway car ? '* 

" Yes, yes. There were three children inside." 

" Oh, marm, Tm sorry for ye. It went past here, going 
twenty miles an hour. It came down-grade all the way, but 
the up-grade begins about two miles out. I was inside when 
it passed, and didn't see it till it had gone past the door." 

How long it took to fill the tender ! The engine stood 
hot and smoking by the water-tank, and the water came out 
in a slender stream, while the poor mother stood looking on, 
tearful and impatient. 

"Good-bye ! Til put up the pipe. — Heaven help ye ! — 
the up-grade " 

The rest was lost, for the engine shot ahead on and on 
out over the open prairie. The water-tank seemed to sink 
down into the earth, and the shining rails stretched longer 
and longer out behind. 

Ah ! What was that ? A cloud oC steam on the horizon. 
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far ahead. The engineer took out his time-book and studied 
it carefully. 

" Freight No. 6, bound west, stopping on the two-mile 
siding." 

How swiftly Freight No. 6 rose above the grass and 
grew big along the way ! Listen ! A whistle. The engi- 
neer whistled in reply and shut off steam. Their engine 
quickly slowed down, and they could see men leaning out 
from the other engine, as if to speak to them. 

" It's ten minutes back. Running slow on main-line, 
— road — clear " 

" Thank Heaven ! " said the woman. The engineer 
said nothing ; but at that instant the engine gave a leap and 
shot ahead, at the rate of fifty miles an hour, up the easy 
grade. How long the minutes seemed, and yet each meant 
almost a mile I 

.\h I A speck, — a black dot on the horizon ! The 
car? Yes. It was the car. It grew bigger and bigger. 
Now ihey could see it plainly. But the children ! Where 
were they ? The fireman sprang out through the forward 
window and ran along the engine and down upon the cow- 
catcher. The monster began to slacken its terrible pace, and 
in a moment it stnick the car with a gentle jar and stopped. 

The fireman thought himself a lively man, but the 
woman was before him and si)rang up into the car. 



There they lay, safe and sound, in the comer of the car, 
— Mary and Tommy fast asleep, and Kitty watching over 
thero. 

"O! mother! I knew you would come. Mary and 
Tommy cried themselves to sleep, and I — I." 

Nobody could say a word. The fireman tried to rub 
his eyes, and only marked his face with black streaks. The 
mother laughed and cried all at once. The engineer picked 
up the little ones and quietly took them into the cab of the 
engine. 

" There, now, ray hearties, you have had a risky ride ; 
but it's all right. Come ! We're more than thirty miles 
from home, and it won't do to be late to dinner. Fire up, 
Jack." 

" Aye, aye, sir," said Jack. 






PUNCHINELLO. 

V. E. WETHERBY. 

(Smmg' hy Miss Agme* 

E was a punchinello. 
Sweet Columbine was she, 
He loved the ground she danc'd on, 
She Iaugh*d his love to see ; 
Till he laugh'd himself as gaily, 
Dancing, joking ev'ry night : 
" He's the maddest, merriest fellow ! " 
Cried the people with delight. 
" Bravo ! Bravo I Bravo ! 
Bravo I Punchinello I *' 

Bright was the day she married, 

And there, among the rest. 

Came poor old Punchinello, 

He was the blithest guest. 

Had they seen his tears at midnight 

In his garret near the sky, 

** He's the maddest, quaintest fellow ! " 

That still would have been the cry. 

" Bravo I Bravo ! Bravo ! 

Bravo ! Punchinello ! ** 
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One winter morn they told him 

Sweet Columbine was dead. 

He never jok'd so gaily 

As that night, the people said. 

Never sang and laugh 'd so madly. 

Ah ! for his heart that night ! 

" He's the wildest, brightest fellow," 

Cried the people with delight. 

" Bravo ! Bravo ! Bravo I 

Bravo ! Punchinello ! " 

But, when the play was over. 
Forth to her grave he crept, 
Laid one white rose upon it. 
Then sat him down and wept. 
But the people, had they seen him 
Gaze to the moonlit sky, 
" He*s the merriest, maddest fellow,*' 
Still you would have heard them cry 
" Bravo ! Bravo ! Bravo ! 
Bravo ! Punchinello ! ** 




A FRAGMENT FROM "LA DAME AUX 

CAMEL/AS." 

T. B. ALDRICH. 

(RtciUdby OrUnm A. Bmurmm^ 

HE great green curtain fell on all, 
On laugh, and wine, and woe, 
Just as death some day will fall 

*Twixt us and life I know ! 

The play was done — the bitter play — 

And the people turned to go. 

And did they see the tragedy ? 
They saw the painted scene ; 
They saw Armand, the jealous fool, 
And the sick Parisian Queen ; 
But they did not see the tragedy — 
The one I saw, I mean I 

They did not see that cold-cut face — 

That furtive look of care : 

Or, seeing her jewels, only said, 

** The lady's rich and fair.** 

Hut I tell you, 'twas the play of life, 

And that woman pl.iycd despair ! 





BEDOUIN LOVE-SONG. 

BAYARD TAYLOR. 

(Smni h Mr, T. BuiUck.) 

I ROM the desert I come to thee 
On my Arab, shod with fire, 
And the winds are left behind 
In the speed of my desire. 
Under thy window I stand, 

And the midnight hears my cry — 
" I love thee ! I love but thee ! " 
With a love that shall not die, 
Till the sun grows cold, and the stars are old. 
And the leaves of the Judgment Book unfold ! 

From thy window look and see 

My passion and my pain ! 
I lie on the sand below, 

And I faint in thy disdain. 
Let the night-winds touch thy brow 

With the breath of my burning sigh, 
And melt thee to hear the vow 

Of a love that shall not die 
Till the sun grows cold, and the stars are old, 
And the leaves of the Judgment Book unfold ! 




THE PETRIFIED FERN. 

MERY L. BOLLES BRANCH. 

< RtmJ by tke A mUgr.} 

|N a valley, centuries ago, 

Grew a little fern-leaf green and slender, 
Veining delicate and fibres tender. 
Waving when the wind crept down so low. 

Rushes tall, and moss, and grass grew round it ; 
Playful sunbeams darted in and found it ; 
Drops of dew stole down by night and crowned it ; 
But no foot of man e*er came that way ; — 
Earth was young and keeping holiday. 

Monster fishes swam the silent main ; 

Stately forests waved their giant branches ; 

Mountains hurled their snowy avalanches ; 
Mammoth creatures stalked across the plain. 

Nature revelled in grand mysteries ; 

But the little fern was not like these. 

Did not number with the hills and trees, 
Only grew and waved its sweet, wild way ; 
No one came to note it day by day. 

Earth, one time, put on a frolic mood, 

Heaved the rocks, and changed the mighty motion 
Of the strong, dread currents of the ocean ; 

Moved the hills, and shook the haughty wood; 
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Crushcd the little fem in soft, moist clay, 

Covered it, and hid it safe away. 

O, the long, long centuries since the day ! 
0, the changes \ O, life's bitter cost, 
Since the little useless fem was lost ! 

Useless ? Lost ? There came a thoughtful man. 
Searching Nature's secrets far and deep ; 
From a fissure in a rocky steep 

He withdrew a stone, o'er which there ran 
Fairy pencillings, a quaint design, — 
Leafage, veining, fibres, clear and fine — 
And the fern's life lay in every line. 

So, I think, God hides some souls away. 

Sweetly to surprise us the last day. 





SHE /S DEAD. 

ANONYMOUS. 

(RtmJ hr C0I. ChmrUt Fmiitr^ 

HE is dead ! " they said to him. " Come away ; 
Kiss her and leave her — thy love is clay ! " 
They smoothed her tresses of dark-brown hair. 
On her forehead of stone they laid it fair ; 
Over the eyes which gazed too much 
They drew the lids with a gentle touch ; 
With a tender touch they closed up well 
The sweet, thin lips that had secrets to tell ; 
About her brown and beautiful face 
They tied her veil and her marriage-lace, 
And drew on her white feet the white, silk 
Which were the whitest, no eye could chose ! 
And over her bosom they crossed her hands — 
** Come awav/* thev said. ** God understands ! ' 
And there was silence, and nothing there 
Hut silence, and scents of cglantcre, 
And jasmine and roses and rosemary, 
And they said, " As a lady should lie, lies she.' 
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And they held their breath as they left the room 
With a shudder, to glance at its stillness and gloom. 

But he who loved her too well to dread 

The sweet, the stately and beautiful dead — 

He lit his lamp and took his key 

And turned it. Alone again — he and she. 

He and she ; yet she would not smile, 

Though he called her the name she loved ercwhile. 

He and she ; still she did not move 

To any passionate whisper of love. 

Then he said, "Cold lips, and breast without breath, 

Is there no voice ? no language of death ? 

Dumb to the ear and still to the sense, 

But to heart and soul distinct, intense ? 

See now ; I will listen with soul, not ear ; 

What was the secret of dying, dear ? 

Was it the infinite wonder of all 

That you ever could let life's flower fall ? 

Or was it the greater mar\'el to feel 

The perfect- calm o'er the agony steal ? 

Was the miracle greater to find how deep 

Beyond all dreams sank downward that sleep ? 

Did life roll back its record, dear ? 

And show, as they say it does, past things clear ? 




238 She is Dead. 



And was it the innermost heart of the bliss 
To find out so what a wisdom love is ? 

perfect dead ! O dead most dear I 

1 hold the breath of my soul to hear ! 
I listen as deep as to horrible hell, 

As high as to heaven, and you do not tell ! 
.There must be pleasure in dying, sweet, 
To make you so placid from head to feet. 
I would tell you, darling, if 1 were dead, 
And 'twere your hot tears on my brow shed — 
I would say, though the angel of death had laid 
His sword on my lips to keep it unsaid. 
You should not ask vainly, with streaming eyes, 
Whit h of all deaths was the chiefest surprise ; 
The very strangest and suddenest thing 
Of all surprises dying must bring." 

Ah, foolish world ! O most kind dead ! 

Though he told mc, who will believe it was said ? 

Who will believe what he heard her say, 

With the sweet, soft voice, in the dear old way ? 

" The utmost wonder is this : I hear 

And see you and love you and kiss you, dear ; 

And am your ;in«;el, who was your bride, 

-\nd know that, though dead, I have never dic<L" 

- O 





ROCKED IN THE CRADLE OF THE DEEP. 

EMMA WILLARD. 

(SuM/fSjf Mist Clara Stutsman.') 

|OCKED in the cradle of the deep, 
I lay me down in peace to sleep ; 
Secure I rest upon the wave, 

For thou, O Lord ! hast power to save. 

I know thou wilt not slight my call, 

For thou dost mark the sparrow's fall ! 

And calm and peaceful is my slceep, 

Rocked in the cradle of the deep. 

And such the trust that still were mine, 
Though stormy waves swept o'er the brine. 
Or though the tempest's fiery breath 
Roused me from sleep to wreck and death ! 
In ocean cave still safe with thee, 
The germ of immortality ; 
And calm and peaceful is my sleep, 
Rocked in the cradle of the deep. 



* ^ 





A STORY IN ¥EBSE. 

ALMA CALDER JOHNSTON. 

STORY, my darlings ? 
ril tell you two : — 

" There was an old vvoman who lived in a shoe," — 
Ah ! that is too stale ? you want something new 7 
Well, here is another I know to be true. 

One stormy morning, some years ago, 
When the city was covered with ice and snow. 
And the rich and poor, the high and low 
Went slipping and stumbling to and fro, 
I was looking out on the crowded street 
From my easy-chair by the fireside's heat ; 
The wind's sad wail and the pelting sleet 
But made my cozincss more complete. 
Canary's wari>le, a flower's perfume, 
Brought happy dreams of days in June, 
And, all forgetful of wintry gloom. 
Visions of summer-time filled the room. 



t ^ 
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Unheeding the storm of wind and rain, 
I was joyously building a castle in Spain, 
With a highway to it, broad and plain. 
When, tap-tap, came a rap on my window-pane. 

My castle instantly vanished away ; 
My thoughts came back to the wintry day. 
And the world outside my firelight's ray. 
Centering, at last, on the garments gray • 
Of a dark-eyed girl, some twelve years old — 
With earnest face, firm, sweet, yet bold. 
And hairs of sunniest threads of gold, 
Beside my window, shivering with cold. 

Slowly 1 opened the entry door. 

Oh how fiercely the wind did roar I 

" What do you want ? You've been here before ! " 

Quickly she stepped on my tapestried floor. 

Half hiding her basket, she timidly said : — 

" Please, ma'am, will you give me a piece of bread ? 

IVe two little sisters to be fed. 

And Pa's in the army, and Mamma is dead." 

I 16oked in the basket where crusts were piled, 

A pitiful story has oft beguiled, 

I thought, as I asked, " Where's your home my child ? ** 

Her face was honest ; her voice so mild ; 
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" Up Bleecker Ally, not far from here." 
" And do you beg for a living ? " A tear 
To her dark eyes came : ** Please, ma'am, I fear 
You'll think I'm lyin', it sounds so queer ; 
But 1 keeps boarders." 



Well, on my word, 
A funnier thing I never heard I 
" Keeping boarders ? Why, how absurd ! " 
Her smile by a shade of grief was blurred. 
** ' Deed, ma'am, 'twas the best thing I could do ; 
For me an' Alice, an' little Sue 
Must have a home. We never knew 
Where I*a was gone. The rent come due. 
The agent come and swore a streak ; 
An' sai<l he'd turn u^ in the street 
"NIcns we pai«l the rent that week 
(The nu'an nV low-lived, cross-grained sneak). 
( )ld l)uw, he j:<)t a month's delay ; 
An' 1 N.iid IM ^t-t \\<irk 'twould pay. 
< )\\ in.i'ain. 1 triei! nm^t everv wnv : — 
S-iM ji-ijiiT-. NWipt ( roN^inu-, until one <lay 
Wiicn litili' Mil t' wj^ i i\in.^ 1* -r bre.ul — 
M\ lie.irt w.ii I'ke ;i \\\\\\\\ o* K-.hI. 
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An* I wished all of us was dead — 
When keepin* boarders popped into my head. 
I knew where Td gel many a crumb ; — 
But I thought I'd keep it kinder mum 
'Till I had tried the cooking some. 
When, first I knew, my boarders come ! ** 

Her sparkling eyes were full of glee 

To see her story pleasing me. 

" So you had company to tea ? " 

" Yes ; and the boys caught my idee. 

And said they guessed it could be done, 

An' anyhow it would be fun. 

I told the prices to every one, 

And so next day 1 just begun." 



"But what do you give them to eat ? " I cried. 

She opened her basket and then replied : 

" You see, ma'am, all the bread is dried ; 

The meat *s most ginerally alius fried, 

So I cuts *em an* stews *em an* calls it hash, 

An, sells a plateful for three cents, cash. 

Sometimes I gits cold 'taties to mash, 

But puddin' — I tell you that sells in a flash !" 



iA^-L.. 
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" And how do you make a pudding, pray ? " 

" Bread, 'lasses an' spices ; fruits throwed away 

At hotels an* markets, — the boys 'ill pay 

Three cents for a dishful any day." 

" And how many boarders have you now ? " 

She counted her fingers and wrinkled her brow. 

" Lame Jim, Mike, Smutty, Pat, Rippy and Howe, 

The Pidgeon, Bill, Champe, the Rat and old Dow. 

Land's sake ! it's most noon. Indeed I must go. 

Little Alice '11 think I've been awful slow. 

Thank you, ma'am." And out she darted into the snow. 

Now here's a true story for Bertha and Grace. 
Up Bleeker Ally you'll find the place, 
Of " Borde fur Bootblaks "—that's the place, 
When you call, inquire for Emily Chase. 







A ROYAL eiiEETING. 

MRS. MARION T. FORTESCUE. 

{Retui ky the A miUr.) 

|0\V gather all the gems that shine, 

And, swinging censers in her honor, 
Lay them at our Lady's shrine ! 
Put royal-purple robes upcn her! 
Wave ye banners — silken symbols 

Of her good and gracious deeds — 
Flash ye loud triumphant cymbals, 

Blaze, oh torch that Genius feeds ! 
For true as steel — as diamond keen, 

Aye, true as purest gold of Guinea, 
Is she we crown to-day our Queen, — 
No ermine needs our own Erminnie ! 

Right gladly have we claimed and crowned her. 

And now in loyal love surround her ; 

Aye, give her crown, and shield, and sceptre, 

Bright as eyes that never wept — or 

Eyes that she hath kissed from blindness 

By her warm and tender kindness. 
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Come each fair aesthetic maiden, 

Come, with myrrh and incense laden ; 

With flow'rs that bloom and vines that clamber, 

Twine the sacerdotal amber ! 

Bring the opal's soul of fire, 

Bring rubies, — red as love's desire ! 

Bring amethysts from caves of elves, 

Bring pearls, — as pure as your pure selves, 

And the sapphire's steady splendor — 

Like her eyes, blue, true and tender. 

Translucent topaz, emeralds green — 

For gems befit our jewel-queen 

Who plucks the highest plumes from science. 

And weaves them into dear alliance 

With the softer plumes of fancy. 

Till, by loving necromancy. 

Nature, science, history, art. 

All thrive in one harmonious heart. 

Whose thousand deeds of noiseless worth. 

Like good seeds hid in the silent earth 

Hcdcwcd with tears in grateful showers, 

Will testify in four-fold flowers ; 

Why I even the dii*;ky Indian chief, 

Whu, brooding o'er his dark belief, 



A Royal Greeting. 247 



Asks bitterly the bitter question : — 

" Is robber synonym for christian ? " 

Even he will turn to her and listen 

With softening face and eyes that glisten ; 

And her wise words and silken speech 

Far deeper than loud sermons reach, 

Though broken on progression's wheel, 

Converted at the point of steel, 

Though fed on ruin, rum, and rapine 

When horrid deeds of vengeance happen, 

The pious lift white hands of wonder 

And sigh, and legislate — and plunder ! 

Though — but this is theme too dark, pathetic ; 

For thy fite day belle reine esth/tiquf^ 

Ood save our Queen, long may she reign, 

The world of genius her domain, 

And on her throne of science sit. 

Our Queen by grace of brains and wit ! 





PAUL ON THE HILL-SIDE.* 

A USER FORESTIER. 

iSmmg hy Mr. //. R. Hum^k r iW. ) 

AUL let his chickens run out on the hill-side. 
They o'er the hill went tripping along ; 
Paul understood, by the way they were acting, 
Reynard was out with his red tail so long, 
Chick, (luck, cluck, the chickens were sighing, 
Cluck, < luck, cluck, the chickens were sighing, 
Paul was making wry faces and crj'ing : 
" Now I'm afraid to go home to Mamma. 

" Had I now jaws, and had 1 now claws, and 
If I but knew where old Reynard lay ; 
How I would bite him, and how I would scratch 
1 off his body the hide soon would flay : [him. 
Shame on all the red-haired foxes ! 
Shame «)n all the red-haired foxes ! 
Oh, lu)w I wish tliey were dead, and in boxes! 
Then I'd not fear to ^o home to Mamma.' 

• l'i»lk-^«»n^i fnnii Jh'.- .WrTr.71' Muiical Album. 



•• 



Paul on th( Hillside. 



Paul took the corn to the mill and he ground it. 
So that it echoed both far and wide ; 
Dust and the chaff were Hying around lum. 
There stood the meal in the bag by his side. 
Paul DOW roared and laughed like the dickens. 
Paul now roared and laughed like the dickens. 
" Now I am paid for my eggs and my chickens — 
Now 1 can safely go home to Mamma." 





WE LAY US DOWN TO SLEEP. 

LOL'ISE CHANDLER MOULTON. 

E lay us down to sleep, 

And leave to Ciod the rest, 
Whether to wake and weep 
Or wake no more be best. 

Whv vex our souls with care ? 

The grave is cool and low, — 
Have we found life so fair 

That we should dread to go ? 

We've kissed love's sweet, red lips, 
And left them sweet and red : 

The rose the wild-bee sips 
Blooms on when he is dead. 

Some faithful friends we've found, 
Hut thev who love us best, 

When we are under ground, 
Will lauj;h on with the rest. 



We lay Us Down to Sleep. 



No task have we begun 
But other hands can take : 

No work beneath the sun 
For which we need to wake. 

Then hold us fast, sweet death, 

If so it seemelh best 
To Him who gave us breath 

That we should go to rest. 

We lay us down to sleep. 
Our weary eyes we close : 

Whether to wake and weep 
Or wake no more, He knows. 



tf 



eOOD-BYE, SWEETHEART. BOOD-BYE. 



JOHN I.. KATrON. 



iSumjC^T Miss Addir Ktllmm ) 




jlIK bright stars fade, the raorn is breaking. 
The dew-drops pearl each bud and leaf. 
And I from thee my leave am taking 
With bliss too brief, — with bliss — with bliss too brief. 
How sinks my heart with fond alarms, 

file tear is hiding in mine eye, 
For time d(Jth trust me from thine arms. 



(lood-bye, sweetheart, good-bye. 
(lood-bye. sweetheart, good-bye. 
For time duth thrust me from thine arms, 
(lood-hye, sweetheart, good-bye. 



The sun is up, the l.rrk i^ soaring. 

Loud swclK the ^t)ng of rhanticleer. 
Till* liarc bounds o'er cartli's soft flooring, 

N'rt I am here, vet 1 am here. 



Good-byr, Swcetluarl, Good-^-e. 



For since night's gems from heav'n did fade 

And mom lo floral li)>s doth lie, 
I could not leave thee, tho' I said : 

Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye. 
Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye. 
I could not leave Ihce, tho' I said. 
Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye. 






TO MEET AGAIN. 

DAVID S. PROUDFIT.* 

{RhuI by tkt A mikmr.) 

AREWELL ! farewell I So short a word ! 
A whisper in the twilight heard, 
So faint the air is scarcely stirred ; 
But yet, withal, 
Deep thunder doth not heavier fall. 

What ashen lips ; what straining ears ; 
What pallid cheeks ; what blinding tears ; 
What fainting hearts through all these years ! 

Farewell ! farewell ! 
Slow lingering like a funeral knell. 

If every word, through space profound, 
A widening circle ripples round 
In endless wave on wave of sound, 

Koreverniore, 
Nor breaks on any farthest shore ; 
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To Meet Again. 



And some bright spirit in his place 

Upon the azure verge of space 

Floats, poised, with calm expectant (ace. 

And, listening, hears 
The echoes of a thousand years ; 

As come the pulsing murmurs clear. 
The voices from the distant sphere 
Which only angel ears can hear. 

How mournful swells 
The burden of the world's farewells ! 

Kiirewell to the glories of the strife ; 
Farewell to lover, child, and wife : 
Farewell to hope and joy and life. 

Farewell ! farewell I 
A doom 1 a dirge ! a lolling bell ! 

Not such our parting word to-day. 
To meet again, we, smiling, say : 
To meet again we fondly pray ; 

To meet ag.iin. 
With lo.ing. trusting hearts. Amen ! 



Thta boak Abould be 
UiB Llbr«ry oo or twftini (b* I 
■Utnpwl balow. 

A One or An omt» « day f» u 
\3S rotunlDg It bsyoad Om i 
llniB. 

FloAM r«tum promptly. 
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